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Vids youngeſt daughter dreſt 
I blacke, and like a mourner 
e drownd all in teares, doth 

==> come to deſire yonr favour, 
that fince you have honoured the Muſes 
With a famous Poeme, you would expreſſe 
your noble mind in defending ker frum the 
cenſure of the world. She doth not mourne 
hike ſome diſſembling beire in ſa mall 


blacke, but doth ſhew unfained grieſe for 
Ovids ſorrow : And though ertue doth 
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not alwayesrunne ina blocd, yet 7 hope 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


free will not d ſgrace him from whom f 
did derive her birth but rather merit tha 
my ſervice in wayting on her to ſo noble 
Patronmay be accepted, that while ſhe 
entertained,” 7 for ber ſake May be ac 
knowledeed, 


The ſervant 'of you 
worthy vertues, 


ye Saltonftall 
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ELlegG1s. I. 
To Brutus. 


Aſo that long hath liv'd in Tomos land, | 
Sends this work to thee from the Geticꝶ ſlrand 
To receive theſe bookes, friend Brutus take 
ſome care, | 
And hide them in ſomeplace no matter where 
Mengſt other publicke workes they dare not come, 
Leaſt for their Authorsſake they ſiude noroome, 
Alaſſe, oft have 1(ayd you teach noill, * 
Then S verles doe finde {pre ace Rill, 
| A you ſee 
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If thou wouldſt know where to place them without feare, 
Where my Art of love did ſtand let them ſand there. 
Thou mayſt aske what they are becauſe they are ne? 
Let receive them ſince no Art of love they ſhew. 
Though they have no mournefull title you ſhall ſee, 
They are as {ad as Trif#:a could be, 

Their titles differ, bur their ſubjects are 

The ſame while every Elegie doth declare 

His undiſſembled name to whom tis ſent, 

Though perhaps you are not therewithall content, 

But you cannot prohibit me, for ſtill 

My muſe will be officious gainſt your will 

Yet howſoever, ſee that you doe joyne 

Vnto the other theſe 11ſt bookes of mine. 

You neede not feare, Antonius workes are read, 

And learned Brutus reades them without dread, 

Though with ſuch great names I doe not compare 

Yet gainſt the gods I neyer waged warre. 

Laſtly my bookes pive Ceſar his due praiſe, 

Though from my bookes he would receive no Bayesy 
Receive my booke ſince they his prayſe containe, 

And take my verſe though you blot out my name. 

If the peacefull Olive boug h makes warre ceaſe, 

And is the Embleme of enſuing pecae; 

Then ſhall it not availe me that I fing, 

The praiſes of a happy peacefull King? 

When A yeas bore his father, they doe ſay 

The firc in mercy unto him gave way, 

Then fince theſe preſent bookes of mitie doe bring 

One of Anus glorious great off-ſpring 

Should not the way to them lye open rather, 

Since that go Ceſar is his Countries father, 

_ will If. his doote drive him away | 
That with hishand fochon a Timbxell play, | 

: | 1 17 9 7 2 Timbyrll play Aud ü 
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are, And when the Minſtrell on his crooked horne 


| Bur the ſacred names of the Romane nation bring? 
Give place then to my bookes I thee defire 
Not I but Ceſars name doth it require, 


Doth play before Diana, none doe ſcorne 

His muſicke, but when they doe heare him (ing, 
Who gives not a ſmall peece of coyne to him. 
We know Diana no ſuch charge did give, 

But yet the Propheſier needes mult live, 

The reyerence of the godsdoth mooye us thus, 
And it is good to be thus credulous. 

But to no hollow Phrygian pipe I ling, 


— 


For though that I have felt the Princes wrath, 

Our honouring of him ſome acceptance hath: 

I have ſeene one that gainſt 2fs did commir 

A fault, confeſt did at her Altar firs 

gm for like fault depriy'd of fight, 
ry'd out his puniſhment was juſt and right. 

The heavenly gods do ſuch confeſſions love, 

That what their power is they may ſo approve. 

They reſtore fight, and take off puniſhment, 

When they perceive that ſinners doe repens, 

I repent if miſery may be belee d. 

I doe repent, and for my fact am griev d. ; 

My fault doth grieve me more than baniſhmene 

And to deſerve, than ſuffer puniſhment, "I 

Though the gods and Ce/ar ſhould ay fault remit, 

They can't wipe out the offence I did commit. 

Though death from puniſhment doe me free, 

Deatk cannot make me no offender be. 

Then tis no wonder if my mitide tyr d grow, 

Aud doe difſolye like unto melting ſnow, 
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As ruſt eates Iron when it hath it tooke, 

And paper- mot hes doe feede upon a book, 

Even ſo cares dee feede uf on my breſt, 

And ſorrow which dee never give mer: it; 

Nor will they ceaſe to ſing me while I liye, 

My grieſe is longer by'd rhan I that greeye, 

If the gods would belee ve me, whoſe we are, 
They'd ſend me ſome (mall helpe from this my care 
And would remove me from cola Scythia, 


I chall be impudent if for mere { pray. 
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ETLEZ CG 1. II. 


To Maxim. 


Minus, great by name and ercat by kind, 
Who graceſt thy birth by thy noble minde, 
For when that thou into the word didſt come, 
As if they meant to give thy birthrighe roome, 
Three hundred Fabii in one day did fall, 
That fatall day tooke not — them all. 
Perhop: thou wouldſt know from whom this letters ſent 
Or elſe to know whoſe I am thou art bent. 
What ſhall I doe? when thou my name haſt red, 
I feare thou wilt anwillinsly proceede : 
Yer if that any chance thele lines to lee, 
J dare confeſſe that I writ them to thee, 
And that my purpoſe therein was that I 
Might ſo bewayle my ow miſery, 
And that T writ them to 


Who 


ſent 
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Who though I doe confeſſe T worthy am 


Of more puniſhment, I cannot more ſuſtaine, 
Dangers and enemies on each fide come on me, 


Who that their wounded enemies may fall, 


Doe poylon their arromwes with the vipers gall, 
The hotfeman arm'd with theſe the walls beholds, 
Like a Wolfe that walkes round about Sheepefolds. 
When wich a firing of horſes guts compaR, 

He bends his Bow, whole ſtring is ſeldome 1 ickr. 
A ſhowre of Arrowes from their Bowes doth flye, 
And the gate can ſcarce keepe out the ene mie. 


The Countries barren without Jeafe or tree, 
And Winters joyned unto winters be. 


Five winters I have beene in this eſtate, 


Enduring cold, and ſtriving with my fate, 


My griete is in continuall teares expreſt, 

Arid deadly dulneſſe doth poſſeſſe my breſt, 
Happie was Niobe, for although that ſhe, 

The dzath of her children did behold and ſee, 
Yer being chanz'd into a ſtonethereby 

She grew inſenſible of her miſery, 

Happy are you, who weeping for your brother 
The Popler with his barke your ſace did cover, 
But I cannot be chang d to any tree, 

And I doe wiſh in vaine a ſtone to be; 

Nay if that I Medaſa's head ſhould fee, 
Meduſa's head could have no power on.me 
Thus doe we ** — 1 woe, 

And griefes by of time more grieyous grow, 
Thus T itiue — thereby 
Infiead of dying once, may often dye, 


But when reſt and n es are, 
Doe come at night caſe me of my es Then 
| 3 


As if with my Country, ſafety were tooke from me 
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Then imitating Dreames falſe ſorrowes ſhew, 
Which when I wake my ſorrowes doe renew. 

Me thinkes I from the Sarmatian arrowes flye 

Or that I am held in captivitic. 

Or when ſome happier dreame doth me deceiye 

I fee my Country which I forc'd did leave: 
Sometimes with you my friends, me thinkes I ſpeake, 
And ſometimes to my wife my minde I breake. 
When thus with falſe dreames I have pleaſed beene, 
They make my preſent ſtate farre worſer ſeeme | 
Shaddowes of joy make ſorrowes greater ſeeme. 
And thus by day in miſery I live, | 
And when the dewie nizht her Coach doth drive, 
My breſt even with continzall cares doth melt 
As ſoft waxe when the fires heats hath felt, 

J pray for death and doe unpray againe, 

Leaſt that Sarmatia ſnould my bones containe. 
When TI thinke on Ceſars clemency I beleeve, 
That unto me he will a pardon give, 

But thinking on the conſtanc ie of my trouble, 
My former hope doth faile and my feare double. 
Vet this is allto which my hopes alpire 

To be remoy'd hence is all I deſire, 

This is a ſuite which you with modeſtie, 

To obtaine in my behalfe may eaſily tty. 


ETZOI I. III: 


To Maximus. 


Aximu moſt eloquent in che Romane ſpeech, 
Mind my double] he: beet, 
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is bad, but will be good if thu it plead 
nd with gentle words in my caſe intercede, 


For though Ceſar all things knowes, he knowes not this, 


Of what condition this remote place is 
In government his thoughts employed are 
For his royall breſt this is too meane a care, 

Or to enquire how Tomos land doth lye 
Scarce knowne unto the Getet that live thereby, 
Nor knowes he what the Sauromatians doe, 
he Lax giant, or T auricans fierce in ſhew, 

Or other Nations, who o re ſter ride, 

here frozen ice doth all the River hide: 

The moſt of them, for thee Rome due not care, 
Nor of the Romane Souldier ſtand in feare. 


nd their fleere horſes fit abroade to ſcour, 

\nd becauſe they thirſt and hunger can endure, 
bile their enemics no water can procure, 

ure his mild anger had not ſent me hither, 

If he had knowne this land or people either. 

e would not ha ve any Romane to be, 
ptive unto a fotraigne enemie, 

\nd I ſuppoſe that he much leſſe would have 

Me taken captive, to whom life he gave. 

He did not ſeeke my death although he might, 


ut he found that death was not deſery'd by me, 
So that he was moſt mercifull to me 3 

And what he did, I did compell him to 
And in his wrath much mildneſle he did ſhevy; 


han Ceſar, that none may greater be than he 
Aids ater bis long raigne it till may be, 


Soyern d by one of ceſars —— 
=4 


cir Bowes and Quivers make them waxe tour, 


ithaut the Getes helpe have deſtroy'd me quite: 


You Gods grant, mongſt whom none can juſter be 


And 
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And when thou findſt his mercy is no leſſe, 

Then ſpeake to him for me in great diftrefie, 
Secke no tepeale from baniſhment, but that [ 
May live in baniſhmens ſafe from the enemie. 
That that life which Ceſars mercy did afford, 
The Gete may not take from me by the (word, 
But when at length I dye, I may dye in peace, 
That the Scythian earth my bones may never preſſe 
Nor the Bi fonian Horſe may tread upon, 

The ſcattered aſhes of a baniſht man, 

And that if the Spirit often death ſurvive, 
Mongſt the Sermatian ghoſts I may not live. 

O Maxima theſe matters may encline 

Ceſars minde to pitty, if they firſt moye thine; 

O may thy words his royall minde once ſoften, 
Which have defended guilty parties often, 

And with the uſuall ſweeteneſſe of thy ſpeech, 
Ceſars moſt godlike majeſtic beſeech, 

Atreus nor Theromedon ſhalt thou intreate 

Who gave their horſes humane fleſh to eate 

But a Prince to puniſh ſlow, to. reward free, 
Grieying when he muſt needes more cruell be: 
Who ccnquers, that he may the conquer d ſpare 
Wich quiet peace ſuppreſſing civill warre 

By feare, not puniſhment he doth command, 

And caſts his thunder with an unwilling hand. 
Beg of him to baniſh me to ſome place where 
Vato my Country I might live more neere; 

T'm he whoſe love to you hath beene expreſt, 

And on holl idayes have beene your frequent gueſt, 
I am he, did Hymen to your wedding bring, ' 
Whi'e at your marriage I did verſes fing, 

And thou wert wont to praiſe my bookes I am ſure, 


Excepting thoſe my ruine did procure, 


2 
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am he, to whom thy writings thou didſt read, 
Who out of thy family a wife did wed, 
hom Martia did from her childhood love 
And for her chiefe companion did approve, 
e/ars grandmother did her much eſteemeʒ 
She muſt be good that's loved by a Queene, 
But Claudia whole fame bove envie ſtood, 
Did vant none of their priſe to make her good. 
Beſides my former life is free from (pot, 
hough the laſt part of life muſt be 41. 
ut though I'm ſilent of my ſelſe and li 
et you are bound to rake care of my wife : 
She flyes to you, your Altars (be embraces, 
All fire to their owne gods in diſtreſſed caſes) 
\nd the entreating you with mournefull ceares, 
at you would try with your moſt humble prafers- 
Great Ceſars wrat i to appenſe and pacifie, | 
T hat her husband necrer unto her might dye. 


— nn. 


E x z 61% IIII. 
To Rufinus. 


Ni fan. Naſo doth this letter ſend, 
It one in miſery may be a friend: 
For in your comfort, my confuſed mind, 

Mach helpe, and hope in miſery did finde, 

As P entius by Mathaonian Art, 

Had his wound cured which before did ſmarts 

So] being ſicke in minde, with wounds of griefe, 
Yer by your admonition found releefe, 
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And by your words to life I was reſtor d, 

As vaines doe ſwell when wines ĩnto them por d, 
And yet your eloquence had not ſo great ſtrength, 
Thar your words could cure my grieved mind at length, 
For though you take ſome cares our of my breſt 
That which remaines will be as much at leaſt, 

A ſcarre in time may unto skinning come, 

But greene wounds doe at firſt all handling ſhunne; 
The Phyſicians cannot alwayes helpe imparts 
Sometimes the malady doth exceede his Art; 

You ſee how a little blood from the Lungsdrawnes 
Moſt certaine death doth ſtill occaſion. 

Though Epidagrixs ſacred hearbes doe bring, 

The wounded heart cannot be cut d by hims 

No Medicine can take away the knotty gout, 

Nor can any Soveraigne waters yeorke it out: 

So ſometimes no Art can cute griefe and care 

Till they by length of time outworne are, 

For when thy words had well confirm'd my mind 
Arm'd with that courage I in thee did find. 

My Countries love above reaſon did prevaile, 

And made the comfort of thy writings faile, 

Call it affection, or a womaniſh part, 

I confeſſe that wretched I have a ſoft heart. 

Dliſſet wiſedome, cannot doubled be, 

Yer he did wiſh his Countries ſmoake to ſee. 

All thinke their native ſoyle to be moſt ſwecte, 

And in abſence they will remember it. 5 
What more faire chan Rome? while Scythia cold lyes, 
Yet the Salvage from the City hither flies. 

Thus Paudion daughters ſhut in a Cage of wire, 
To returne unto the woods doe ſtill deſire. ' 
Wild Buls the Forreſts where they haunt approve, 
And the wild Lyons their uſuall Dens doc love, 


Lib. 1. 
Net your words caifnor draw out of my breſt 
The ſting of baniſhmenr that doth it moleſt, 
ake your ſelves leſſe beloy'd of me , that I 
ay beare the want of your ſweere Company, 
or 1 am baniſht from my native Land 
To an inhumane place of fates command; 
n the fartheſt part of the world I abide, 
hereas continuall Snow the earth doth hide. 
or here the barren'and unftuitfull field, 
o apples, nor ſweete pleaſant grapes doth yeeld, 
0 0 ſiers on the Rivers bankes are ſeene, x 1 
or Oakes upon the Mountaines doe looke greene. 
or can you prayſe the Sea more than the Land, 
Whoſe gloomie wayes (well at the windes command, 
—— you looke untill'd fields you may ſee, 
\nd vaſt grounds that to none belonging be. 
The enemie on each hand doth abide, 
nd puts us in a fright on either ſide. 
Dae fide doth feele the ſtrong Biſfonian bowes, T 
Pn the other the Sarmatian arroyvcs throwes : 
Pee, and ſome old example ſnew to me, 
Df men that bravely bore adverſitie: 
dmire the valiant Rutilas who did ſcorne 
To make uſe of a conditionall returne. | 
ein Smyrna not in Pontus then did live, * 
Smyrna a place which did much pleaſure give 
Sinopeus griefe for his Country was not greats « 
or he choſe Attica to be his ſeate. 
eoclides who the Perſian power did quell, 
n a Grecian Cittie baniſhed did indll, 
riſtides did to Lacedemon fiye, | ; 
hich of his Country had no prioritie: 
Patroclus having done a m runne away, 
From Opus and came to Theſſatie, 


Ye 
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He that from XZ monia was 2 baniſht man, 
nto the wacersof Pirenis came; | 

And went Capraine of that hip which ſayl d to Greece, 

To fetch from Colchog the rich gulden flecce, 

Cadmus from Sidons wals did coe away, 

That a better foundation he might lay. 

And Tydcut baniſhed from calidon, i 

Vnto Adraſtus did for ſuccour come: 

Ani Carthage which faire Venus ſtill defended, 

Receiv'd Antas and him much befriefided:; 

What ſhould I ſhew ho the ancient Ro nanes ſent 

Their baniſht men no farther than Piber went. 

Should I reckon all the baniſhmenr that were, 

Yet from their Country none were ſent ſo farres 

Then let your wiſedome pardon my (id griefe, 

If by your words it doe bade ſm ill releefe. 

I conſe: if thit my griefes could be compos d. 

My wound of griefe had by your words beene clos d. 

But I feare you in vaine doe ſtrive to cure me, 

And that you can no helpe at all procure me. 

Iſpeake not this becauſe I wiſer am, : 

But more knowne to my ſelfe than the Phyſician 

How ever I your goodwill doe eſteeme, 

Which hath moſt acceptable ro me beene. 


Y 


EL EZ OI R. V. 
To by Wife, 


1 


\ ow age upon my haire a whitcneſle ſprinekles, 
And on my face hath plough'd up many wrinckles, 


A 
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he vigor of my body now doth languiſh, 
n1 all my ſtrength d th tur ne ropaine and anguiſh, 

e, H hole ſports which pleaſed me when I was young, 
re moſt unpleaſant unto me become. 
or on a ſuddaine can you me ſcarce knovy, 
nce I by age doe ſo much changed ſhew. 
eares I confelle this change upon me drayes, 
ct grie fe and labour doe it alſo cauſe. 

my yeares be 1eckoned by my miſcry, 
han ancient Neſtor I ſhall older be 
ou ſee that Oxen (through their ſitength abcund) 
re worne out With ploughing ſtiffe clay ground. 
nd that ground which doth never fallow lye, 
bearing fruit doth barren Me thereby, 

he Forſe willbe tyr'd out, and even tall downe, 
hat in the race continvally doth runne, | 
he ſhip decayes that ſtill at Sea Corh lye , 

ſhe be not moor d within the docke to dry; 
length of troubles makes my ſtrength decline, 
nd maketh me grow old before my time. 

r teſt doth feede the body and the mind, 
ut mmoderate labour weares both out we finde: 
ecauſe that /aſen hither ſayl d, you ſce 
ow he was praiſed by peſteriticz 
ut his labours leſſer were than mine, though fain'd, 
great mens action: may be truely ſcan'd, 
or he to Pontus was by Pelias (ent, 
ho in Theſ/alia held his government 

ſars wrath hurt me, whom all Lands every where, 
on the riſing to the ſetting Sunne doe ſeare. 
nonia is to Pontus neerer farre, 
han Rome and the cold River fer are, 
> that his journey ſhortet as than mine. 
fides he had ſome chiefe Gr æcians & that time, "IG 


ll 
If 
| 
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Who went along to beare him company, 

But in my bauiſhment all my friends left me, 
We in a weake barke ploughing the Sea were, 

But ie was a ſtout Ship that did 7a/0u beare, 

Nor was Typhis our Pilot, or Amintors ſonne, 
To teach us how to ſteare, or what courſe runne. 
Pallas and royall zuno him protected, | 
But none of Heavens powers my ſhip directed. 
And Czpids ſtolne pleaſures he diſcerned 

Which I doe wiſh from me he had learned, 

He return d home, we in theſe fields muſt dye, 

If Ceſars wrath endure continually. 

Therefore my troubles heavier doe appeare, 

¶ Moſt conſtant wife) than thoſe Iaſon did beare, 
And though when I left the City thou wert young 
I belceve thou now with griefe art aged growne. 
Yet I wiſh the gods wculd grant, I might thee ſee, 
And kiſſe thee, though thy haire white changed be, 
Embraciag thy ſlender body, while I remember, 
That griete for me did make thee grow thus lender, 
That I with tcares might tell my griefes to thee, 
While thou with teares didſt hearken unto me, 
—— my paſt labours,while that I 

Enjoyed thy unhop'd for company. 

That toCeſar and his Conſort I might bring 
Frankincenſe as a gratefull offer ing, 
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I wiſh that Ceſars wrath were ſo appeas d, | N 
That faire uro would but once be pleas d ha 
Thar ſhe would bring this happy newes away; . 
Soone as her Roſy cheeke ſends fort h the day. 
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Lb. 37 
Erz:crz, VI. 


To Maximus, 


VA, chat was eſtcemed in times paſt 
Amongſt thy other friends not to be laſt; 
Maximus) doth entreate thee now to reade 
heſe words which from his baniſht Mule proccede, 
ooke not in them for former ſtraines of wit, 
ou know that they in baniſhment were vvrit. 
he body by idleneſſe doth corrupt grow, 
ad watercorrupts that doth not move or flow. 
5 if I had in verſe a happy ſtraine, 
or want of uſe I have loſt it now againe, 
nd Maximus if you will beleeve me I 
heſe lines you read haye writ unwillingly, | 
iy minde my preſent griefes cannot reſiſt, | | | 

y Muſe among the Getes will not me aſſiſt, . | 
et to write ſome verſes I doe ſtrive youlee, | 
hough they as rugged as my fortunes bee. | 
ndI am aſham'd when I have red them over, | 
ecauſe I in them ſo many faults diſcover. | 
nat in my judgement,who them firſt did frame, 

y doe deſerve to be blotted out againe. | | 

et to mend them, chen to write them is more paine, 
nd my ſicke mind no labour can ſuſtaine. | 
hall I beginne to uſe an exacter line, | 

o place with _— every word of mine. 

would have my troubles worſer grow, 


lakes che River Lychus into Hebrus flow. | 
11 — —— Achos = | 
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Therefore you ought a worinded minde to ſpare, 

Oxen leave dravving whenchey gavvled are, 

If profit would re quite paine undergone, 

And if I ſhould reapefruite from that 1 had ſowne; 

Yet reckon all my workes,no worke of mine 

Hach brought any profit to me at any time, 

And I doe mh ſince they no profic bring, 

That they z to me harmefull beene, 

Doe you wonder why 1write? even ſo doe 1; 

And with you admite what good ] finde thereby, 

Or is the peoplis opiniouconfirm'd by me? 

Who deny that Poets in their ſenſes be. 

Since I ſo oft deceiv'd with a barren field, 

Doe ſow ſeed in a ground doth nothing yeeld. 

Yee in lus owne ſtudy every one takes pleaſure, 

And in his Art delights ro ſp:nd bis leaſure. 

Ihe wounded Fencer that ſweares he will not fight, 

Forge ts his wounds, and in weapons doth deligbe. 

The Shipwrackt man ſaies he the Seas will ſhunne, 

Vet ſitaight doth ſaile, where he before hath ſwome. 

Thus in a fruitle ſſe ſtudy { doe labour, 

I forſake the Muſes, and yet ſeeke their favour, 

Whatſhall 1 doe ? I cannot idle bee, 

Time ſpent in idlenefſe,is like dee th to me. 

In drinking too much wine, I rake no pleaſure, 

Or in throwing flattering dice to ſpend my leaſure. 

When I have given my body fo much ieſt 

As it requires, ſo that it is teſreſit. a 

When I doe wake ,bow (ſhall I then beſtow 

The time which ſeemeth to runne on ſo ſlovv. 

Shall I learne to bend accordir g to theit faſhion, 

The Sarmatian Bow, forgetting my owne Nation, 

T have not ſtrevgrh in that Art to goe ou, 

My minde ii than my body fare more ſtrong 
5 Con ſideri 
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Lib, 17 * 
Conſidering what I ſhould doe, you (hall ſee, 
Theſe unproficable Arts are beſt for me: 
By chem misfortune out of mind I keepe 
It is enoughif I this fruite doe reape, 
Glory s ſtudents, t hat their verſe recited 
May be approved, and of all be liked. 
Its enough for me eaſie verſe to frame, 
ince ther's no cauſe to make me rake more paine. 
hy ſhould I polliſ my lines with great care ? 
lat the Getes ſhould not like them doe I feare ? 
Though it may boldneſſe ſeeme, yet boaſt I doe 
ſter no beiter Wit than mine can ſhevv 
ind while I live here, tis enough to gaine 
mong inhumane Getes a Poets name. 
or Fame in another world ſhould I ſtrive? 
tome is che place doch fame and fortune give, 
My muſe wich this Theater is content 
$0I have deſerved,ſo the gods are be nt. 
or doe I thinke my bookescan thither goe, 
here the Northwind can hardly come to blow, 
Dur climates different are, for the cold Beares 
hich is farre from Rome, to the Getes is neere. 
hrough many Lands and Seas. I can'c beleeve 
ly ſtudies ſhould paſſe. cenſure to receive. 
they were red, and did pleaſe whick is ſtrange, 
heir Authors ſorrowes would not thereby change. 
hat availes it, if thou in Syene pleaſe, 
Pr Tabrobana walks with Indian Seas ? 
f Countries neere the Pleiader ihee praiſe 
Vilt thou gog on in hope, thy fame to raiſe ? 
ince my beſt writings hardly thither come, 
y famo with, me was baniſhed from Rome. 
nd nov I doe conjeRure and beleeve, 
lat to ſpeakeof f death you - doe leave, 
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Since unto you I then indeed was dead, 
Men live not when their fame is buried. 


. 


EL EZ OI z. VII, 
To Grecinns, 


Wa in a forraine Country thou heardſt had 
Of my misfortune, was not thy heart (ad ? 

Græcinut, though thou feareſt to conſeſſe, 

I know thou wert ſad hearing my diſtreſſe 3 

Such hardneſſe with thy ingenuitie, 

And with thy ſtudies doth no leſſe agree. 

By witty Arts in which thou tak ſt _— 

The minde is ſoftg*d,rudenefſc — to flight. 

And none more ſtudious of all Arts can be, 

When the warres, and occaſions ſuffer ther. 

Truely when I percei d my one (ad caſe 

Fer I was ſenſleſſe long, and in a maxe) 

Ot chis misfortune I had alſo ſenſe 


That thou who ſhouldſt have beene 1 
= 


Wer't abſent,and my comfort gone wit 

Who didſt give courage, and counſell to me. 
Now though farre of ſome helpe to me impart, 
Speake words of comfort to my grieved he att. 
Which (if you dare belceve no ſying friend) 

By folly, not by ui ckedneſſe did offend. 

*T were tedious, and not ſafe for to touch heere 
My faults beginning which doth touching feare, 


| Aske me not how thoſe wounds have firſt made been 
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Lib. I * 1 
It vas no vice, and yet a fault nere leſſe, 
Or are faults gainſt the gods held wickedneſſe. 
Therefore all hope hath not forſooke my mind, 
I may at laſt (Grecinus) comfort finde. | 
This goddeſſe, when the reſt from earth were floyne 
Remained on the hated earth alone. 


| This makes the ditcher bound nith ferters live, 


And chat his legges ſhall be free he doth beleeve. 

This makes the Shipwrackt man begin to ſwim, 

Then when no land at all by him is ſcene, 

He that by the Phyſician hath beenclefr 

Yet of all hope of life is not bereft. 3 

The condemned priſoner hopes for life they ſay, 

Some hanging on the Cxoſſe for life doe pray. 

This goddeſſe choſe would hang themſelves doth tay 

Not ({i@ecringthem to make themſelves away. 

When l to end my griefe with a ſword thought, 

Shee chid me, and faſt hold on me ſhe caught, . 

What doſtthou doe ? by teares,not blood ſaich (hes | 

The wrath of a Prince may appeaſed be. 

Though no hope doth to my deſerts belong, 

In Cefars mercy ſtill my hope is ſtrong, 

Intreate his favour Greciass, and joyne 

With me, in this petition of mine. 

And that thou doſt move him I underſtand 

Elſe may I buried be in Tomes ſand. _. | 
For ſooner ſhall rhe gentle Doves beginne ; 

Tolcave thoſe Towers where they have lived in; | 
Wild beaſts,and Cattle. and the quicke Divedapper, 

Shall firſt leave their Dens,chegrafſe,and water, 
Then Græcinus ſhould forſake his old friend 

My face will not ſuch a misfortune (end, 
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EL rt GI I. VIII. 


To Meſſalins, 


THis Lecter which you read, friend Meſulite, | 

Health from the cruell Getet to you doth br ing. 
Does not the mention of the place ſhew whom | 
Was Aut hour of it, and whence it doth come. 
Or doſt not know that Naſo writ the ſame 
Vntill that you at length have read my name. 
Which of your friends in baniſhmene doth lye, 
In fartheſt part of all che world but 1 ? 5 
And the gods grant that thoſe who reverenc: ſhow ö 
And love to you this Country may not know. 
Let us mongſt Ice and Scythias arrowes live, 
If we to death the name of life may give. 
Either the earth with warre doth us oppte ſſe 
Or elſe the ayre with cold doth us diſtreſſe, 
Oc the fierce Gete with Armes doth us aſſay le. | 
— elſe the — — — of hayle. 

o or apples in this Country be, 
No Sal it — enemies is . 
May your other friends in happineſſe goe on, 
Of which at of the people, I once was one. 
Woes me, id thattheſe words doe thee offend, ' 
And that thou doeſt deny I was thy friend. 
Pardon my lyes if that thy werds be true, 
My glory takes away no pra yſe from you. 
Who doth not fine himiſelfea friend to be 
To cæſar, you fhall — be to me. | 
Let into your friendſhip have not broken, 
Tis enough if the gazes of love ſtand open, 
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Though you will have nothing with me to doe 
Permit me that I may ſalute thee too. 
Four father did not deny me lus friend, 

But wiſhed me my ſtuddy to attend, 
At whoſe death I wept,and writ Elegies 
As my laſt gife to attend his obſequies. 
1 Iloy'd Hs brother too beſ des all this, 
As ſtout Atrides did Trxdaridis. 
Let he ſcornd not my love nor company 
If you thinke this did him no injury. 
Ik not I will confeſſe that I doe lye; 
Let me loſe the love of his family. 
Let why ſhould I loſe it, ſince no power can 
A friend from doing an offer reſtraine. 
Though I could with I could my fault deny, 
All know it was free from impiety. 
If my fault did not pardonable ſecme, 
Baniſhment too ſmall puniſhment had beene 3 
But Ceſar ſaw chis, ho doth all things ſee, 
That my offence might folly called be, 
He ſpar d me for my offences quality, 
And uſd hi fl aming thunder moderately, 
My life nor country he tooke not away, 
If you by ſuite his anger could allay, | 
Bur yet my fall was great, for tis no wonder, 
He ſhould be wounded chats ſtrucke with Ioves thunder, 
And though Achilles his flackned force reſtraind, 
Pelias ſpeare wounded deepely from his hand. 
Since direfull judgement hath overtooke me ſo, 
Theres no cauſe why th ygare ſhould not me know, 
I frequented your houſe oft, I doe confeſſe, 
But twas my fortune to doe ſo 1 Sede 
No other houſe of my love had ſuch proofe, 
Fox I was alwayes underneath your roofe, 
'3 C3 An d 
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And your love did not on your ſelfe refleQ, | A 
But as a brother did your friend reſpeR. D 
Beſides, that then advanced to honour wert, T 
Thou mayeſt both thanke thy fortune and deſert. A 
Tf I may wiſh what thou defar'ſt thy ſelfe, D 
That thou mayſt give, not pay, aske the gods welth, A 
So thou doſt, may I mention it to thee, a N 
Thy goodneſſe makes thee bountifull to be 'H 
And therefore Meſſalme let me be plac d | A 
Amongſt your other friends, though I be laſt. T 
And grieve that Ovids griefe,deſery'd doth ſeeme, 1A 
It not for's grie fe, grieve he hath faulty beene, M 
| 2 B. 
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To Severus. N 

[It 


Sven, hom my Soule loves as it ſelſe, 

Thy O vid loved of thee doth wiſh thee health 
Aske not how Idoc,for if my griefes were 
Reckon'd.they would enforce from thee a teare, 
It is enough for thee that thou doſt know, 

The totall Summe of all my griefe and woe. 

We live without peace and in armes ſtill are 

The Quiver- bearing Gete ſtill making warre. 

Of ſo many baniſht men, I onely am | 

Art once a Souldier and a baniſſt man. 

And that thou mayſt my bookes with pardon take 
Iinmy Armour did theſe verſes make, 
There ſtands a City upon fert (ide, 
By walls and ſituation Forufide, - | 


» an OY A AtWH.Ad d HT Tt 


Eh. 


Lib, 1. 


| yd ſus if that we may them beleeve, 


Did build it, and his name thereto did give. 

This the Gere tooke, th Odi ſant being ſlaine, 
And gainſt the King did a fierce warre maintaine, 
Diſcent,and yallour cauſed him to raiſe 

An army which he thither led ſtraight wayes, 
Nor departed not, till on bis flaughterd foes, 


| He did revenge himſelfe with bloody blowes. 
And mayſt thou valiant King, even many a day 


N 
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The glorious Scepter of this Land (till (way. 
And beſides (what fuller wiſh can thee behoye) 
May Martiall Rome, and Ceſar thee approve, 
But to returne, O ſweete companion [ 
Complaine the warres encreaſd my miſery. 
Since farre from you in Seythia l have beene 

The rifing P have toure Autumnes ſcene. 
You will not beleeve Ovid thinkes upon 

The Cities pleaſure, yet he thinkes thereon, 


| Now ſweete friends I remember you, ind after 


I thinke upon my deare wife, and my daughter, 


And on the buildings in the City be, 


For in my fancy I doe all things (ce. 


The Courts, the houſes, and Theaters lind 


With Marble, and the Perch it brings to minde. 
The fields, and gardens into minde it brings, 

The ſtanding Lakes, the ſtreames, and virgin Springs. 
Yet though 1 am deptiy d of Cities pleaſure, 


I thinke I may in the Country ſpend my leaſure, 


| By Claudia 


My minde doth not deſire to view theſe fields, 
Or — the — — Country yeelds. 


Ner theſe gardens which upon the mountaines lay, 
t houſe,nere the F lawiniaz way. 


Where I in gardning uſed to take ſome paine. 


And to water young plants * it for no ſhame. 
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Some grafts Iſet, ifliving there doe ſtand, 
Whoſe fruite muſt not be gathered —_ hand, 
Which pleaſures having loſt, I wiſh that T 
Might here though baniſht praiſe husbandry, 
Goates that doe climbe upon the rockes I would keepe ; 
Or leaning on my ſtaffe,tend on my ſheepe. 

And that my minde with cares might not be broke, 
My labouring Oxen I would daily yoke, * | 
I would learne words the Geticke Oxen know, 
With uſuall threatnings making them on goe. 
T'de hold the Plongh,and heavily on it lye, 

And to ſo ſeede on furrowes I would try. 

And with my long heoke I the fields would weede, 
Or water my garden if that it did neede. | 
But how ſhould I doe this? there onely be, 

A wall and gate twixt us and the enemy, 

But I am glad the fatall ſiſters did, 

At thv birth ſpinne thee a more happy thread. 

TT he & Ids and ſhady Porch thou doll frequent, 

Or the Court, where thou little time ſpent. 
In 4ppian Coachthon doſt the City leave, 

Wlule Vnbria and Albana thee receive, 

Where you wiſh Cæſar would be pleaſd againe, 
And that your village mig | t me entertaine. 

O friend it is too much which you require, 
Contract your wiſhes, moderate your deſire. 

Let me live in a Country from warres free, 


This will take off part of my miſery. 
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To Maximus, 
Or _— death I in your Letter read, 


Which made teares from my eyes ſtraightway proceed, 


And that which I did never thinke could be, 
I read your Letter moſt unwillingly. * 

No harſher newes my eare did ever ſtrike, 
In Pontus may I never heare the like: 

Me thinkes that T doe ſee him till ſurvi vin 


] often thinke how merry he would be, 

— — ſerious matters faithfully. 

T hoſe times with ſorrow to remembrance come, 
and I doe wiſh my life had then beene done. 
When that my hquſe,yhoſe ruine was not ſmall, 
Did ſuddainely upon my one head fall, 
Maximus, he when that tbe moſt id leave me, 
Was not my fortunes friend, nor did deccive me. 
At my living death, I ſavy him weepe, 
As if his brothers funeral l he did kee pe. 

His love was in his kind embraces ſhowne, 


And with my teares he mingled his owne, 
) how oft ſaid he that life i did ſcorne. 


How oft ſaid he, the gods may pleaſed be, 

en live, and thinke that they may pardon thee, 
Buc theſe words were the beſt, when he did (ay, 
Thinke Man ima will helpe thee any way. 
Maximus will endeayour,and will try, 
It he great Ce/@3 wrath can mollific : 


My love doth make me thinke he ſhould be livieg, 


und kept my hands from doing my ſelfe harme ? 
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And wiſh his brother if he at Court have grace, 
To mediate ſome favour in thy caſe. 
Theſe words of his diminiſhed che paine 
Ot life, chen Maximus prove them not vaine. 
| And he ſwore he would come hither to me, 
> If youwould give him leave and libertic. 
1 For in like manner he did honour thee » df 
As thou doſt reverence Ceſars Majeſtie, 
Beleeve me,though you friends deſerved many 
He was as worthy a friend as you had any. 
If not wealth, or the pedegree of name, 
But wit, and honeſty doe merit fame. 
Then let me weepe for Cel/as who is dead, 
And weepe backe thoſe teares which on me ſhed. 
Let me write Elegies may his life containe, 
That poſterity may reade of c elſut name. 
Theſe from the Getes I can ſend thee this time, 
And this is all that I can here call mine. 
T cann't embalme thy body,nor yet be 
At thy hearſe, who am a world off from thee, 
Maximm, whom theuliving didſt adore, 
Hath perform d all thoſe rites for thee before. 
He in a worthy funerall hath expreſt 
His love, and powr'd ſyyecte odours on thy breſt, 
And with his teares the oyntments ſoft hath made, 
And in ſome ground hard by thy bones hath laide. 
Since to his dead friends he thus kind will be, 
Amongſt the dead he may tod reckon me. 
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To F laccus. 


> Aniſhed Ovid, ſends thee Flaccut, health, 

If one can ſend, what he doth want hi mſelfe: 

or langniſhing and bitter cares at leneetng 

ve worne my body and decay'd my ſtrength. 

And yet I feele no paine , nor pant ing Feaver, 

My pulſe doth beate as well as it did ever. 

Bur yer my taſte is dull, I loath my meate, 

\nd at due times [ have no liſt toeate. 

or if that Ganimede ſhould give to me 

d weete Nectar and Ambrofia,yhich be 

zanquets for Gods to feede on, and to drink”, 
heir relliſh could not pleaſe my taſte 1 thinke 3 
houg h thev are pleaſant and moſt ſavoucy, 

Let in my ſtomacke they would heavy lye. 

i5 truth toevery one I dare net Write. 

aſt I ſhould ſeem in miſery to delight. 

\s if ſuch were my fortunes and my ſtate 

hat I in wantonneſſe delight could take. 

ay he take ſuch delight who ere be be 

ho feares leaſt Ceſers wrath ſhould milder be. 

\nd that ſleepe which dorh a full body cheriſh, 

doth not at all the empty body nouriſh. 

ut as T wake my endleſſe ſorrowes wake, 


do that ray face by you could not be knowne, 
\nd you would wonder how my colours gone. 
My ſlender limbes but little blood containe 

nd than new waxeT am more pale and vran. 


\nd from the place freſh cauſe of griefe doe take. 


Exceſſive 
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Exceſſive drinking wine doth not cauſe this, 
Water you know my common drinke here is, 
Im not pleaſd with bankets, if I were, 
Amongſt the Geres theres no ſuch plenty here. 


And Venus pleaſures doe not weaken me, 
Thoſe deſires vaniſh in adverſity. 


The place, and water, eauſers of it be, 

And ſorro which is pteſent ſtill evich me. 

You and your brother ſtill my helpers were, 

Or elſe my mind could not her ſorrawes beare. 
You are the Port to which my Barke doth drive, 
That belpe which ſom? deny unto me give, 
Then helpe me (till, for I ſhall neede ſure, 
While Ceſar anger againſt me doth endure. 
Humbly beſeech your gods his minde to bend 
That ſohis wrath may leſſen thougb not end. 
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LIB. 11 


ETLE OI k. I. 
To Brutus. 


H E fame of Ceſats triumph hither ſtretches, 

9 © Whether the weary South ſcarſely reaches 
* I thought no good news could to Scytbia com, 

2 I hate the place now leſſe than I have done. 

t Ge my cares bein yaniſhr out of ſight, 

ike moving clouds; T ſavy ſome glimpſe of light, 

d that my fortune I began to flatter, 

- lad to raiſe joy out of any morter, - 

Geſar would not theſe joyes ſhould chance to we 

; — rant he would have them common be, 

e gods * all men with a cheerefull mind 

ighe — them, have feſtivals aſſign d., 

hat they m gh lay aſide, all griefe ax ſadneſſe, 

nſtead thereof expreſſing holy gadnelle, 


* 
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So Ile enjoy this joy though he forbid, 
Though it were madneſſe to [ay that I did. 
When love with fruirfull ſhowers the eld doth water, 
The Corne and Cockle both grow by it atter. 
And I like an unſruitefull weede have felt 
This ſhowre ot joy which did on me too melt, 
And did from Cæſart powertall deedes diſtill 
Whereby I am refreſht againſt his will: 
T hankes fame to thee, by whoſe helpe I have ſcene, 
This triumph while 1 with the Getes have beene, 
How infinite natiens came of late to ſee 
Their Captaines face, this (Fame) ] learnt from thee, 
Thou toldſt me how that the Southwind did powre, 
For many dayes together many a ſhovyte. 
Let on that day the Sunne did ſhine moſt cleerc, 
The day rejoyced and people that were there, 
While that che Conqucrour with a loud applauſe 
Warlicke gifts upon worthy men beſtowes, 
And before he his coyall robes put on, 
His offerings at the Altar firſt were done, 
Sacrificing to his Parents with reſp. ct, 
Juſtice in him her Temple doth erect. 
Where he vent, joy was in applauſes ſhew'd, 
And the ſtreete bluſh'd with roſes on them ſtrew'd. 
Then there were Pageanrs brought all Glyer'd o re, 
That repreſented Townes he tooke before, 
With cov” +rfeiting walls being cloſd about, 
And the beiciged ſeemed ro march out. 
The Rivers, Mountaines, woods reſembled were, 
And their jcyn'd battels were repreſented there, 
And with their Sunburnt god, as Trophy yeclded, 
The Romane Marketpl:ce ,was richly guilded. 
And that ſo many Captaines chained were 
By cke necke, which chiefely maintain d the warte. 
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ae moſt of which had life and pardon granted, 
Being the chiefe that in thoſe warres —— 
Then may not Ceſars wrath waxe milde towards me; 
Vho is ſo mercifull to his enemy ? 
nd Fame (Germanians) brought the newes to me, 
hat all che Townes are yeelded unto thee, 
heit walt, munit ion, nor their ſcituat ion; 
ould not defend them againſt thy invaſion : 
zive thee yeares, thy ſelfe the reſt will give. 
nat fo thy vertues may a long time live. 
hus I doe wiſh, and Poets Prophets be 
he Gods my wiſhes ſeeme to ratiſie. 
\nd — Rome, on plumed ſteede ſhall ſee 
hee after ſome brave noble victory, 
1 triumph riding to the Tarpeian Towre, 
may become ſo great a Conquerour. 
Your triumph by your father ſhall be ſeene, 
oying in you,as much as you in him, 
ae moſt vertuous and valiant, I 
Thus much doe now foretell, and prophe ſie. 
nd if I live and doe my griefes abide, 
Thy triumph then I will in verſe deſcribe, 
I with Scythian arrowes be not ſhot, 
or the Gete with his ſword my head of cut. 
Bur if in my life time your wreath of Bayes 
ze offer'd in the Temple to your prayſe. 
You will conſeſſe it was twice trut chart, 
did at this time unto you propheſie. 
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| To Ae ſſalinut. 


O Vid chat from his youth did reverence thee, 
And alſo all thy vertuous familye ; 
That lives in batiiſument, diſtreſſd and poore, 
Vpon he left fide of the Exxine ſhore. 
From the Getes (Meſſaline) hathrhee health ſent, 
Which he in pet ſou uſually did preſent, 
Woes me, if thou doſt bluſh to reade my name, 
Doubting to reade the reſt for feare of blame. 
Reade them 3 and baniſh not my lines with me. 
My verſe may lawfu'ly in your City be. 
I made not Pelion on Oha ſtand X 


Thar I might touch the cleere ſtarres with my hand, * 


Nor followd I Enceladus ,that I 

Should fight for him gainſt Ceſars Majeſty, 

Nor as Tydides raſh hand did attempt, 2 
Gainſt higher powers my {word J have not bent, 
My fault is grieyors,and yet juſt nere lefle, 

It wrought my ruine by no wicked neſſe. 

Vnwary, fearefull I may called be, 

Theſe two names wich my nature doe agree. 

I confefle ſinee I C2/ar did offend, | 


Thou juſtly miſt my prayers ſlight hearing lend. 4 


For ſuch is thy love to the Iulian name, 


Thou thinł ſt thy ſelfe wrong'd if they wrong ſuſtai : 


Yer it thou ſhouldſt come arm d, and yow to kill me, 

Thy threatning with no feare at all could fill me, 
Trojan (hip received in diſtreſſe, 

The valiant Grecian Arbemenides, 


Lib, 2. 

He that committeth ſacriledge doth flye, 
Vnto the Altar and is ſav d thereby, - 
And himſelfe to Gods power doth commend: 
Whom he before d d tormerly offend, 

Some may ſay ſafety in this courſe can't be, 
Yer my adverſity makes it ſuite with me, 

Let others ſafety to themſelves procure 

« A milerable fortune is ſecure, X 
ec And dot h not feare, that any bad ſucceſſe, 
c Can bring him into any worſe diſtreſſe. 
He that relies on Fortune, all feate ſcornes, L 
And with his naked hands will graſpe ſhatpe thornes, 
The tremblingfearefull bird being put into a tright 
By the fierce Ha ke, and tired in her flight, 

With trembling wings will to the Faulkoner flye, 
That ſo ſhe may ayoyde her enemy. 

The hunted Dꝛere into ſome houle willrunne, 
That ſhee the following dogs may thereby ſhunne, 
So gentle friend, let me in my diſtreſi-, 

Flying unto thee find molſi free acceſſe. 
Though in a weake eſtate I ceme to thee, 

Let let not thy gate be ſhut againſt me. 

In my be halfe ſee thou great cæſar moore, 

Whom thou doſt reverence as much as Iove. 

My cauſe is the embaſſage I command, 

Though my caſe bad is, whatſoever nam'd. ' 

For I now ſicke, and even paſt hope growne, 

Will be recovered by your ſelfe or none, 

Now make aſc of the Princes love and grace, 

To mediate ſomt fayour in my caſe: 

Now uſe thy uſuall ſhining eloquence, -' 

Whereby the guilty have — defence, 
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Let I doe not intreate thee to defead 

My cauſe, it is not that which I intend. 

For that parties caſe can never be maintaind, 
Thar doth confeſſe he*spuilty when arraign'd, 
Yet ſee if that thou canſt excuſe my fault 

Or not, which was by my ovvne error wrought. 
For ſince my wound can of nocure admit 

The ſafeſt courſe is not to handle it. 

Be ſilent tongue, no more thou muſt unfold, 
Let ſome things in oblivion be involv d. 
Speake to him, as if errour did deceave me, 
That I may enjoy life, which he did give me. 
And when bis viſage pleaſ int ſeemes and cleaie, 
Which the whole Empire of the world doth feare. 
For ſome ſafe place of baniſhment entreate, 
That I may not be a prey unto the Gere. 

The time to make ſuite is moſt fit and f ire, 
Rome knowes that you in Ceſars favour are. 
The ſeaſon is faire, cæſars in health, 


And Rome doth flouriſh both in ſtrength and wealth, 


His(Queene upon her Couch in health doth lye, 
His ſonne gaines his Empire in rich 1ray, 
Germanicus courage exccedes his yearcs, 

Like noble vigour in Druſus appeares, 

His daughters in law, and his kiadred deare, 
And all his family in health no are. 

Beſides be hath triumphed now of late, 

And brought Dalmatia to a quiet ſtate, 

And now /kria thinketh it no ſcorne, | 
Caſting away thoſe armes which ſhe had borne, 
To proſtrate humbly her moſt ſervile necke, 
Beneath great Ceſars feete even at his becke, 
Who with a ſwecte and mild aſpect befide , 

Ia his triumphant Chariot did ride. 


Lib. 2: | 
And on his brow which ſhined with bright rayes, 
He wore a greene vrreath of Phebeay Bayes, 
Attended with his royall Progeny, 
Who on cach fide did him accompany. 
Like choſe brothers. the next Temple doth enfold. 
Which Julian houſe in proſpeR doth behold, 
To them Meſſalinus in publicke thew, 
Of joy, gave the fiiſt place as it was due. 
Men ſtrove for the next place as zealous love 
To Ceſar did theit true affections move. 
In this contention of affection he 
Would to no ot her ſabject ſecond be. 
For he before did teyerence this day, 
On which his vertue ſhould receive due pay. 
| While to expreſſe deſert, his head and hayre, 

Wich a greene wreath of Bayes encircled were. 

Happy are they that did this triumph (te, 

The Emperour riding thus in Majeſty. 

But I inſtead of ſeeing Ceſars face, 

Behold the Sew 07 arttans in this place. 

Aland wherein there is cont nuall warre, 

While all che waters with cold trozen are, 

Yer if thou heareſt nov my preſent mouc, 

And that the voyce of my vricte ro thee come. 

Then uſe thy power with cæſar and thy grace 

Perſwade him to remoove me from this place. 

Thy father was lov'd from my youth by me, 

And his ghoſt ſeemeth to crave this of thee, + 
Thy brother defires it, though he doth feare , 
Thou ſhc uldſt hurt thy ſelfe, taking of me care. 
Thy kindred aske it, not canſt thou deny, 

That | was once one of thy family. 

And thou my ill employ'd wit didſt approve, - 

Excepting when I writ the Art of Love, * 
Dz 
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And if ſo be my laſt fault be not nam d. 

Thy family by my life cann'tbe ſham'd, 

So may thy houſe till flouriſhing appeare, 
May gods and Ceſar have of thee a care, 

His gentle Majeſty offended pray , 

That I may be remoy'd from Scytb'a, 

I know tis hard, but vertue ill is bent, 

The hardeſt matters alwayes to attempt, 
Beſides the greater thy deſervings be, 
The greater thankes thou doſt deſerve from me. 
Of Ætnean Polyphemus in his Cave, 

Nor of Antipbates ſhalt favour crave. 

But of a Prince whoſe pardon is prepard, 

By vrhoſe thunders men are not hurt but ſcard, 
Who to make (3d decrees is diſcontent, 

Grieving when others ſuffer puniſhment, 

Yer my fault hath his mercy overcome, 

And urg'd his wrath to doe what he hath done, 
And ſince I ſo farre from my Country am, 

J cannot kneele to Ceſar and complaine. 

Be thou my Prieſt and unto Ceſar pray, 5 
And let thy owne words to my words make way. 
In ſuch ſort that they may not him diſpleaſe. 
Pardon me if ShipwracktI feare the Seas. 
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Ex zc12, III. 
To Maxim, 


M, like in vettues to thy name, 5 
Abole nit doch chy nobility not ſhame, 
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Whom to my lateſt houreI reyerenced, 
(For now what differ I from thoſe are dead ? 
Thou lea ſt not thy friend in adverſity, 
Which in this age a miracle may be. | 
Tis true, though baſe, the people ſtill are friends 
For their one profit, and their private ends 3 
eir fitſt care is what may expedient be, 
- PPreferring proſit before honeſtie. 
And as our preſent fortunes riſe or fall, 
So doth their fait! and friendſhip therewirhall, 
To finde one among thonſands it is hard | 
ho thinkes that yertue doth it ſelſe reward. 
he beauty of good actions cannot move them, 
nleſſe they profit bring, they doe nat love them. 
nd they are very ſorry that the rate is | 
Df a right honeſt man, to doe good gratis, 
hat which brings profit, that is onely deare, 
nd if no hope ofprobi ſhould appeare, ' 
one of the people would deſire a friend, 
or it is profit which they doe attend, 
hile erery one doth love his private gaine, 
nd on his fingers caſteth up the ſame, 
nus friendſhip'pnce a venerable name, 
ike a whore proſtitutes it ſelfe for gaine 3 
herefore I wonder thou haſt conſtant tarry d, 
\nd with this common ſtreame haſt not beene carry d. 
e's ſtor d with friends that's in proſperity, 
If fortune frowne, then friends away will flye. 
For I had many friends, chile gentle gales 
Ot proſperous fortune breathed in my ſales ; 
But when winds of troubles once toriſe began, 
Like a ſhip cleft at Sea they left me than: 
nd when ſome would not know me, two or three 
Df you in my diſtreſſe did ſuccour me, 14 
| | D 3 Amongli 
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Ame ngſt whom you did chie fely me relieve, 
And utito others didſt example give. 

For no re pect that might thy love envite. 

* gut thou in doing good didſt rake delight. 
© Shewing that vertne needes not to be hit d, 


gut for her owne ſake is to be deſit d. 


And that ſhe cares not for the anie, 
Of thoſe externall goods which fading bee. 
Thou ſcorn'dſt to leave thy friend in miſery, 
Or to forſake him in adverſity. 2 

It is better to hold thy friend by the chin: 
Then to thruſt his head downe vrhile he doth ſwim. 
«£4cides dead friend unto him was deare, 
And my life doth a kind of death appeare. 
When Perithous to Stygian waters went, 
Teſcus to goe with him was content. 

Phoc «us lov d Oreſtes being mad, 

My fault init a kind of madneſſe had, 

Then as thoſe men for friendſhip praiſed be, 
So ſtrive to helpe your friend in miſerie. 

If l know you. it᷑ you are ſtill the ſame 

Tf you your former courage doe retaine, 

The more that fortunes cruelty doth perſiſt, 
The more you dee her violence refit, + 
And as tis fit thou take it care that ſhe, 


Shall never have the power to conquer thee. 


Her ſigli ing with thee teacheth thee the Night, 
To ward her blowes, and how with her to fight. 
So 1 by bearing fertunes enmity, 

I hereby learne to reſiſt myenemy, 

Butthou moſt rare young man doſt ſcorne to be, 
Fickle as ſortune in inconſtancy, 

Or to be at that goddeſſes command, 

Who on arowyhm g hecle doth alvaics Rand. 


Fer 
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For you are friends and will act from me {li 
But guide the ſayle of my poore broken ſhip, 
Which is ſo weather beaten chat ſome thinke, 
Vnleſſe you doe ſuppert her thee will ſinke. 
Thy wrath at firſt, was juſt and milde like chee, 
Who juſtly wert offended then with me. 
And when I had grieved cæſar thou didſt ſweare, 
| Thou vert ſo griev d, as if it — griefe were. 
But whea my tault, occaßon rhou | adſt heard. 
| Then thou didſt grieve, becauſe I had ſo er d, 
And in thy Letters thou didſt comfort me, 
| With hope t hat Ceſers wrath oppt aſd miglit be. 
Our conſt ant, friendihip move thee therein. 
Which did as ſoone as thou wert borne begin. 
Becauſe that others made a friend of thee, 
But thou wert borne to be a friend to me. 
And I did kifle thee in thy ſnfancy. 
Wuile thou didſt ſmiling in th” cradle lye, 
Since from my youth you have beene low d by me, 
My troubling you muſt pleade antiquity. 
Your father (cloquent in Romane ſpeech, 
And in nobility of birth as ricb) 
Made me my verſes unto fame commit, 
Reing the firſt encourager of my wit. 
Yet not becauſe I loy'd thee above all other, 
Doe ] ſtrive to be eſteemed as thy brother. 
My love preferd thee ſo, t hat I made thee 
My retuge ſtill in my adverſity. 
We parted laſt, as Italy can tell, 
While upon thee teares from my ſad eyes fell. 
When asking me, if my fault were the ſame, 
Which thou hadſt heard abroad by evill fame. 
I was doubtfull to confeſſe, or to deny, 
Vntill my bluſhes did my 3 deſcry. 
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Then as Snow melts which the Southwind doth ſoften 
So downe my cheekes the teates did trickle often, 
Which mov d your pitty, becauſe that you thought, 
That this offence of mine was my ſirſt fault. 

And therefore of your old frigad care haſt tooke, 
And in adverſity on his wounds doſt looke. 

For which, if wiſhes their effect might take, 

I then vc uld wiſh a thouſand fot your ſake, 
But that my wiſhes yout deſire ſuite may, 

For Ce/ars health and your mot bers I pray. 

I remember you prayed to the gods for that, 

And with Frankincenſe made their Altars fat. 


—— 


EZ Re z. IV. 
| To Atticus, 


REccive my Letters from the Iſtey cold, 

* Atiisus, hom moſt conſtant I doe hold. 

Art thou ſtill mindfull of thy hapleſſe friend, 
Or doth thy love now langniſh in the end ? 

My forcunes are not ſo averſe to me, 

As to procure forgetfulneſſe in thee, 

Thy Figure ſtill before my eyes doth glance, 
Me thinkes that I doe (ce thy countenance 3 
Aud then Idoe remember preſently 

Serious dilcourles betweene thee and I, 

With all thoſe happy houres which we haye ſpent 
Jn pleaſane jefting, and in wertiment. i 
of in diſcourſe we paſt the houres away, 

And oft our conference did out laſt the day. 


* 
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To bring my verſes to you, I did uſe, 
And you did paſſe your judgement on my Muſe, 
For that which yas commended once by you. 
Idid thinke worthy of the peoples view. 
Whoſe praiſe I-did eſteeme of more then gaines, 
It was the (weete reward ofmy freth paines, 
And with a friendly hand thou didſt correct, 
My bookes,all thoſe faults thou didſt detect. 
Both in the Court, Porch,and Theater we, 
And inthe ſtreete would both together be. 
| Laſtlyzdeare friend we in our mutuall love, 
A acides and Actorides did prove. 
If thou ſbouldſt drinke the River Lethes water, 
Ithinke thou cbuldſt not forget this hereafter, 
Summers dayes than winters ſhall ſhorter be, 
And Summer nights with winter nights agree, 
Nor Babilon ſhall be hot, nor Pontus cold, 
Caltha's Roſe, ſnall fore Peſtums be ( xtold, 
efore thou canſt forget our former love, 
My fates cannot fo blacke and diſmal! prove, 
But yet beware it be not ſaid that I, 
Had too much confidence and ctedulity; 
And it without trouble if you may defend, 
Moſt conſtantly your true and ancient friend» 


ä 
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EL ZO Tx. V: 


} 


To Solanuss. 


Viddoth Solanus theſe verſes ſend, 
Bt firſt he wiſhes health to you his friend, 


+ 
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And doth deſire his wiſhes may ſucceede, 

That you in health deare friend my lines ay, reade: 
Your Candor, a faire vertue now decayd, 

Is the cauſe I for yoar ſake thus have pray d. 
For though vit i you | ſmall acquaintance had, 
You for my ſudden baniſhment were ſad. 
And when you read my verſes that were ſent 
From Pontus, you to fayour them were bent. 
That Cefars wrath might not laſt thou didſt wiſh, 
Which if he knew he would not hindert his. 
Theſe prayers did wich thy gentle mind agree, 
Which are not leſſe acceptabſe to me. 

But deare friend, if thou woul dſt know my miſcry, 
The nature of this place will then move thee. 
Truſt me, t hou canſt not finde all the world ore, 

A Country that with warre is treubled more. 
Theſe verſes wiich I in the warres did frame, 
Thou rcadſt,2n1 having read doſt like the ſame: 
My wit although it flow with a poore vaine, 
Thou doſt applaud,and like ſt of my ſtraine z 
Though like a River it a courſe doth take, 

Yet thou of it, a mighty ſtreame doſt make. 

And theſe thy free applauſes I doe find, 

Doe yeeld much ſwweete contentment to my mind, 
Since thoſe who are in miſery ſcarce write, 

To pleaſe themſel ves, or yeeld themſelves delight. 

Vet while that I on meaner ſubje cts writ, 

My ſubject chen could not exceede my wit. 

But hearing Ceſars triumph now of late, 

Whenl attempted a worke of that waight. 

The gravity of the matter quite outwent 

My ſtrengt h, which could not ſuch a worke attempt. 

Yet the will ayming high doth merit praiſe, 

Weake matters have no power themſelves to raile, 
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Then if this booke unto yours hands doth come, 

I charge you to give it protection. 

Which I know you would doe though not entreated, 
And with light thankes you ſhall be now required, 
No —_— I but thy breſt 1 knove 


Is x hiter than milke,or untrodden ſnove: 

Thou admir'ft others when thy owne ſelfe arr, 
Admirable for thy eloquence and Art. 

The Prince that from G ermany name doth tike 
In ſtuddy doth thee his companion make : 

His young yeares and his elder thou doſt fir, 
Thy manners being equal] to thy wit. 

And he doth take delight to beare thee ſpeake, 
While thou in thy owne words his mind doſt breake. 
When you leave off, theres generall filence then, 

But when they have a while thus ſilent beene, 

Royall Germanicus from his ſe ate doth riſe, 

Like the bright morning-ſtarre in Eaſterne skies. 
When they are ſilent, he ſtands up in flare, 

Whoſe mild and learned aſpect then doth make 

Much expectation, and much hope affords, 

To heare his eloquent and learned words. 

Then he without delay doth ſilence breake, 

And you would ſweare, he like che gods dorh ſpeake. 
His ſpeech is ſuch as a great Princes ſhould be, 

His eloquence being full of Majeſty. 

Whom though you pleaſe, and are raiſd to this hight, 
Reade what a baniſht Poet here doth write. 

For berweene wits ,there will fill concord be, 

And thoſe that love one ſtudy doe agree. 

Clownes doe love clovenes, and Sonldiers men of warre, 
The Shipmaſter doth love the Mariner: 
Thou loveſt Poetry, and doſt ſtudy ir, 
Ard being witty favoreſt my wit. 


Though 
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Though you the Thyr/as,T the bayes doe beate. 
Poeticke flame doth in us both — * | 
Your eloquenccis ſtronger then my linzs» 
And in my verſe your e oquence ſo ſhines. 
And ſince my verſe on youe ſtuddy doth confine, 
Youdoe defend my verſes at this time, 
For which L pray. that thou mayeſt be eſteemd, 
And lov d ot Cæſar unto thy lives end; 
And of him that ſhall nexe the Empire ſvwgy, 
For which let all the people with me pray. 


— 
— 


EIB GI E. VI. 
To Grecimns, 


094 Grecinus from the Euxine (ſhore, 
Salute: in verſe, in perſon heretofore. 
Letters in baniſhmentare my voyce and tongue. 
And if I might not write, I ſhould be dumbe. 
Thoudoſt reprove my fault, and ſorry art, 

That I am not puniſht unto my deſert, 
Reproofes are true, but too late neretheleſſe. 
Then chide not him, that guilty doth confeſſe; 
For I by the Ceraunian roc kes had come, 

You mizht admoniſh me thoſe rockes to ſhunne. 
Nov being ſhipryrackt what am I avyaild ? 

Tf you tell me where my ſhip fhould have ſaild: 
Rathertake hold of me, as I doe ſwimme, 

And with your hand hold up my ſinking chinns, 
You doe, and therefore may your mother and wife, 


And brethren be healthfull all their life. 
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And ſince to pray with minde and yoyce you love, 
May all the Cefarsall thy deedes approve. 
Twere baſe if thou ſhouldſt not in ſome kinde be 
Helpefull to thy old friend in miſery, ks 
Twere baſe if thou thy foote ſhouldſt now pull. bac ke, 
Or now my ſhip in her diſi reſſe forſake, 
Tis baſe to follow fortune,and deny , 
A friend cauſe hee's not in proſperity 3 
Strophtus and Agamemaons ſonnes you know, 
Nor T beſeus and Perithous liv'd nor (0, 
Whom former ages reyerenced,and ſhall be 
Admir'd by following poſteriey, 
While whole Theaters did aloud reſound, 
With the applanſes which their triendthip found. 
Thou in adverſity doſt thy friend preſerve» 
Therefore a name amongſt them doſt deſerve. 
Deſerving praiſe roo for thy piety, 
For which I will preſerve thy memory, 
1uſt me, if my verſe ſnall immortall be, 
You ſhall be mention'd by poſterity, 
Yet let your love, Grætinus faithfull be, 
And conſtant to me in adyerſity, 
hich although you already doe performe, 
o ſpurre a horſe that runnes can be no harme, 
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To Atticus, 


Mx Letter to ſalute thee fitſi is bent, 


F Which, ius from the fierce Otter ine „ 
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Next what yc u doe, it doth deſite to knoyy, 

And if you thinke on me, whatſoc re you doe. 
I doubt not but you doe, but often feare, 

Makes me afraid when no cauſe doth appeare. 
Yet parden ſe ares, vl ich too much on me ſeaſe, 
The St:ipwrackt man's afraid of the calme Seas, 
The 6h that by the Angler bath beene ſtrooke, 
Feares f 0d, leſt it ſhould prove a baited hooke. 
The Lambe too from the Shepherds dogge doth runne, 
Fearing the wolſe, and doth his keeper ſhunne. 
A wound dor!: feare the touch though ſott and light, 
and a vaine ſhaddow troubled winds doth fright, 
So I once ſhot with Fortunes unkind atrow, 

My teair de elit! inke on uothing now but ſorrow, 
I finde tle fates will ke:pe their courſe begunne, 
And in their wonted way will alwayes runne, 
No ſerving of tle gods ſure can make me 
Fortunate, nor can Fortune flatter d be, 

For tis her onely care to overthrow me, 

And in wantonne ſſe ſome miſchiefe doe me, 
Truſt me, if there be any truth in me, 

My griefes and ſorrowes cannot reckon'd be. 

Yeu may firſt count cinyphia t cares of corne, 

Or how much (weere thyme Hybla doth adorne , 
How many birds cut the ayre with their wing, 
Hove many fiſhes through the Sea doe ſwim; 
Before thou canſt all my griefes underſtand, 
Which ] have ſuffered both by Sea and land. 

No people than the Getes more cruell be, 

Yer they have pittyed my miſery; 

Which if I ſhould deſcribe tothee in verſe, 

An Iliad of my griefes I ſhould rehearſe. 

Yet feare I not thou wilt inconſtant prove 


Having had many pledges of thy love, 


Lib. 2, 

But ſince that miſery feares everything, - 

ind joy from me long time hath banithtbeene3 

ly ſorrovves are into a cuſtome growne, 

\s water drops oft falling make a ſtone 

ollow, ſo Fortune doth me ſu oft wound, 

That no place for a new ſtroke can be found, 
or is the ployzh by often uſe more worne, 

be Appian way by bending wheeles more torne 3 
han is my breaſt with length of miſery, 

Let I have nothing found that could ſelye me, 

dome by the liberall Arts have gotten fame, 

bur by my gifts deſtruction I did gaine, 

ly former li'e was blamelefle, without ſpot, 

et this in miſery avayl'd me not. 

reat faults are pardon'd,when that friends entreate. 
But none at all in my bel:alfe would ſpeake, 

roub les befall ſome when they preſent be, 
zut I was abſent when they fell on me. 

hough cæſart wrath nor cruſh where ic is bent? 

Reproch was added to my puniſhment. 

he time doth often lighten baniſhment, 

ut in the winter I to Sea was (car, 

d Ships oft find the winter calme enough, 
yſſes ſhip found not the Sea more rough. 
aithfull companions might ſome comſott be, 
zut I was nary war by my company. 
vr the place of Exile, no land doth lie 

nder both Poles ſo full of miſery. 

is comfort to our Country to be neere. 
me in the fartheſt part ot the world heere, 
dy Ce/ars power,baniſht men protected are, 
zut Pontus — is troubled —— — 
o ſpend the time in ploughing of t . 

a delight vhich doth ome pleaſe yeeld, 


* 

De Ponta. 
Rut the fierce enemy lying neere us, will 
Not ſuffer us to plough the ground or till. 
The mind and body love a temperate aire, 
Sarmatian faces with cold frozen are. 
To drinke ſweete water doth the pallate pleaſe; 
Our water is ſalt like that in the Seas. 
Though all things fa:ile:my minde doth overcome, 
And that is it which makes my body ſtrong. 
To beare a burthen you miſt ſtrive withalſ” 
But if you bend or yeeld,then you will fall. 
And my hope that the Princes wrath may be, 
Appeald,doth make me live, and comforts me. 
And you no ſmall comfort to me doe yeeld, 
Whoſe faith I in my troubles have beheld, 
Proceede as you have now begunne I pray, 
Leave not a Ship in the miiſt of the Sea. 
Me and your judgement you ſhall ſo preſerve, 
Which zudg d that I your friendſhip did deſerve, 
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To Cotta. 


He Ceſars Pictures that like the gods be, 
, © Which, Cotta, you ſent were deliver d me. 
And that your gift might more acceptance find, 
Livia ſ there was with the Ceſars joyn d. 
"Theſe ſilver peeces are than gold more bleſt, 
Whercon the cæſan figures are expreſt. 
ou could have given nogreater wealth to me, 
Then PiQures wherein I three gods ſer. 


Lib, 2: 


Io ſee the gods in Picture comforts me, 

To ſpeake as tere unto their Majeſty; 

Me thinkes remote lands dee not me containe, 
But I returned in the City am. 

] doe ſee Ceſars face as I did before, 
Though I ſcarce have hope to ſee him more; 
And as before I ſalute his Majeſty, 

Ir I returnd | could not happier be. 

What doe net we behold butthe Pallace ? 
Whereto great Ceſars preſence giveth grace: 
Beholding lum, me thinkes I Rome doe (ce, 
His face preſents his Et pite unto me. 
Dreame I ? or doth his Pidtu e Qill appeare, 
To rhreatenzas with me he angry were ? 

O ſpare me then, whoſe vertues doe exctede 
And in thy juſt revenge doe not | roceede. 
Spare me young Prince the glory of our time. 
Whoſe nature doth to Soyeraignty encline: 

By thy land to thee than thy (elfe more deare, 


By the gods who doe alwayes heare thy prayer; 


And by your Conſort, who was found tobe 
Fit onely to match with your Majeſty, 

And by thy Sonne, ſo like in vertues growne, 
Tlat to be thine be may be thereby knowne, 
And by all your other kindred who be 

By your command advanc d to high degree. 
Abate my puniſhment and grant chat 

May live farrefrom the Sythian enemy. 

And you that next unto great Ceſar are, 

Be nor averſe unto. my humble prayer, 

So may ſubdued Germany ſoone be, 

Carry'd in folemne triumph before thee,” 

Sa may thy Father live to NeFors yeares - 
And thy old mother untill ke appeares 
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A Cumgean Sy bill, and mayſt thou long 

Be unto both of them a happy Sonne. 

And you his royall Queene be pleaſd to grant 
The humble prayers of a poore ſupplyant. 
So may your husband and your progeny 

Live in health and your roy all family. 

So may Druſia onely of your off - ſpring dye, 
ge ing ſnatcht from you by fate in Germany. 
So may thy Sonne on his whitehotſe ſoone be, 
The revenger of his brothers deſtiny, 

Ye gentle po vers gi nt this my ſearefull prayer, 
Helpe me ſince you by picture prelent are. 

I take delight your countenance to (ee, 

Since three gods in one houſe encluded be, 
Happy are they who in your preſence doe, 
Your Majeſties n | not your picture view, 
Which ſince my hapleſſe fate to meenyyes, 

I adorethe pictures of your Majeſties. 

Thus men did know the ww in the skies hid, 
And for great 7ovezloves Image honour did. 
Let not your Images which ſhall ſtill reſide 
With me, here in this hatefull place abide, 

My head ſhall ſooner be cut from my necke , 

My eyes be dig'd out and lye on my cheeke; 
'ThenT want the pictures of your Majeſty, 

In baniſhment they ſhall my comfort be, 

For you I would embrace, it by the tour 
Arm'd Getes I were encompaſſd round about: 
And following the Romane Eagles I 

Will follow the pictures of yeur Majeſty, 

But my deſires are to deceive me bent, 

Or there is hope of milder baniſhment. 
The Pictures aſpects doe more mild appeare, 
And ſeeme as if they granted my defirez 


A 


And 
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And may my fearefull mind the truth preſage, 
That cæſars wrath,although juſt, may aUlwage. 
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To Cotys, 


Otys, who art of a royall Progenie, 
Crechiag from Eumoſpus thy Pedigree, , 
If Fame have brought the uewes unto your care, 
That in a Country neere you live here. 
Then heare my humble ſpeech gent'e young man, 
And helpe a baniſht man, ſince that yoh can. 
Fortune deliverd me to thee, (nor | 
Complaine) ſhe was not chen my enemy, 
On thy ſhore to receive me ſhipwrackr pleaſe, 
Let not thy land be unſafer than Seas. 
To helpe the diſtreſt is a toyall thing, 
And ſuch great men as you are doth beſeeme. 
This becomes your fortune, which though it be 
Great, is not like your minds nobility, | 
For power can never better be expreſt, 
Than when it heares and grants a juſt requeſt, 
Thy great deſcent requireth this of thee, 
This werke ſuiteschy divine nobility, - 
Eumolpus whence thy famous deſcent is 
And Erichthogius perſwade rhee to this. 
In this you are like gods, both of you grant, 
After ſome ſuite belpe to your p | 
Why ſhould'we honour gods with wonted care 77 
eee ready are 2 = = 
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If Iapiter would not hcare prayers at all, 
Should ſacrifices in his Temple fall ? 

If Seas in paſſage have not quiet beene, 

Why unto Neptune ſhould I vaine gifts bring? 
If ceres doe the Ploughmans hope deceive, 
Why ſhould ſhe inwards of a So receive ? 
The Goate on Bacchwaltar is not laid, 


Valcfle much wine that Vintage hath beene made, 


We wiſh that Ceſar may che Empire raigne 
So long as he well governeth the ſame. - 

Thus honour's given both to gods and men, 
For helpe and profit that's rectiv'd from them. 
Then Cotys helpe me who in thy land lye 
And be thou like thy noble Progeny , 

For one to helpe another in miſery, 

Ts a duty belongs to humanity, 

Beſides there is no better way to gaine 

By any other Art favour or fame. 

Antizbates or Leflrigon who doth love, 
Alcinous bounty who doth not approve ? 
Caſſandrus,nor Caphar eut thy father is, 

Nor et the cruell Tyran Phalaris. 

He's fierce in waries,and nat to be withſtood, 
So peace once made he nere defireth blood. 
Beſides the liberall Arts being ſtuddied often 
Expell all rudeneſſe, and the minde doe ſoften, 
In which noother King hath thee outwene 
Or in thoſe gentle ſtuddies more time ſpent, 
Thy verſes witneſſe it which thy name ſhowes, 
A Thracian voung man happily did compoſe: 
Or elſe ſome Orpheus that dorh here abide; 
In thy wit the Biſtonian land takes pride. 

As on occaſion thou thy armes car it take 

And a ſierce laughter on the enemy make, 


Or 
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Or ſometime with thy ſtrong arme fling thy dart, 
Or as in ii ling thou moſt cunning art. | 
So having ſtudyed Arts of Soveraigntie, 
When matters in thy kingdome quiet be : 
Leaſt you in ſloth ſhould ſeeme then to delight, 
Your Muſe, unto the ſtarres doth take her flight: 
This of our league may ſomeoccafion be, 
Bccauſe we both, doe honour Porke, 
A Paet prayes a Poet, with teav'd up bands 
To live, though exild ſafely in your lands. 
For wen that I did into Pontus come, 
By poyſon mixt I had no murder doue. 
And no falſe tables forged by me were 
Which did with counterfcited ſcales appeare. 
Nor did I any thing which lawes forbid, 
Yet I confeſſe that 1a worſe fault did. 
If you acke wat, the Art of Love I writ, 
My guilty hand did thus offence commit. 
Tother offence doe not defire to know, 
Vnder my Art of Love it muſt hid goe, 
But yet the Iudge did moderate his wrath, 
And unto exile one ly ſent me bath : 
And though farre from my Country let me be, 
Safe in this hated place, ſince neere to thee, = 


EizG1 2. X. 
To CMacer, 


Maler, thourmilſt know that hy Ovid wrir 
This Letter to 1 ſeale on it. 
: 3 
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Or if che Seale doe not the Authour ſhevwy 
Doſt thou know that my hand this Letter drew ? 
Or hath length of time made thee both forget 
That thy eyes know them not, before thee ſer ? 
Though hand and ſeale ſhould both forgotten be, 
You forgot not the care you had of me, | 
Which for our old acquaintance you ſhould ſhoyy, 
Or becauſe my wife was a friend co you, 

Or for our ſtudies, vhich you did uſe 

And by no Art of love did them abuſe. 

That which immortall Homer left undone 

Of Trojan watres was by thy o ne muſe ſung. 
But unwiſe Ovid, while he did impart 

The Art of Love, was puniſhr for his Art. 

Yer Poets doe amongſt themſelves agree, 
Though every one in writing different be, 

We have amongſt us all one common Bayes, 
Though all of us dee follow ſeverall wayes. 

Of me though abſent you will mindfull be, 

And willingly helpe me in my miſery, 

The Citties faire of A f I have ſeene 

And Trixacris while you nty guide have beene: 
We ſaw the Heavens ſhine with Arnean flame, 
Which from the Gianrs mouth beneath it came, 
LE tneay Lakes,and Palicus pooles nor ſweete, 
And where 4napus doth cyane meete. 


Not farre of that Spring,which while it doth ſhunne 


The River Ei, under ground doth runne. 
Here I did ſpend a great parc of the yeare, 
How unlike this place Geticke lands appeare 
How many other places did we ſee, 

Whilſt you made the way pleaſant unto me ? « 


Poth while our Ship cut the waves with his Keck, 


Or the Coach carry d us with nimble wheele, 
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Oft our diſcourſe did make the way to feeme 
Short, vhile our words more than our ſteps have beene*__ 
Oft our diſcourſe was longer than the day, bd 
While our diſcourſe paſt Sommers dayes away. 
Ot perils at Sea we have beene afraid 
And to the gods have both together pray d. 
We ated both together, and againe | 
Told others jeſts, which to tel was no ſhame, 
If you remember this, though I ſhould be, 
Here all my life time, yet vou might me ſee. 
Vnder the North Pole of the world I am, 
Which doth above the Sea one point maintaine. 
Mt in my minde I doe thee ſtill behold * 
And talke with thee undet the Pole ſo cold. 
Famous friend thou art here unknowne to thee, 
Though abſent thou art preſent here with me. 
Me thinkes I ſee thee here among the Getes, 
Come from the City, love workes theſe conceites. 
in Lieu whereof ſince thoſe lands happier be, 5 
Have me there alyayes in your memory. 


- 
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To Rufus. 


O by whom the Art of Love was pend 
Theſe lines in haſt doth to thee Rufus ſend 
That thou ah we the whole world aſunder be: 
Let thou maiſt know I doe remember thee, 
For I hall ſooner ſure my name forget, 
Then thy love ſnall out of my minde be beat, 
3 E 4 And. 
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And I ſhall ſooner render up my ſpirit, 
Then I ſhall be unthankefull ro your merit: 8 
Your merit was your teares which did bedew | 
[Your face, vhen mine wich ſorrow Kill dry grew. 
[Your merit a-, that comfort to my mind. 
Which you did give, and boch of us did find. 
My wife deſerves praiſe for her, oyvne conditions, 
Yer ſhe grows better by your admonitions. . ] 
I am glad you will my wiyes counſellour be, 

| As Hector to Iulaa, Caftor to Hermione, 

| She ſtrives to be like you in what is good, 

| And by het life ſeemes to be of your blood. 
And what ſhe would doe without provocation, 
She does more fully by your faire perſwaſion.. — 
The ſyvift horſe that vithin the race dothrunne, 
Will run more ſwiftly if he be ſpurd on. 
Beſides in abſence theu performſt my will, 
And for my ſake refuſeſt no paines ſtill, 
Becauſe we cannot, may the gods thanke thee, 
Who doe reward thoſe good deeds which they (ec, 
And may thy vertues with long life be crown'd, 
Rufus the glory of the Fundane ground, 
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ELEOGIk. I. 
To bis Wife. 


Sea on which young Taſon firſt did row, 
10 Land, nere wanting enemies and ſnow. 
When wil the time come guid ſhal you leave 
While ſome quieter place doth him receive? 

| Me I till live where barbariſme abounds ? 
Mu [ be buried here in Tomas grounds? 
ith favour I [peake it, if there may be, 

ny peace or favour Pontus, within thee 

ith favour thou oy make my bani'bment 

So grievqus,and m ling oſt augment. 

Thou doſt not ſee the garland-crownd haymaker, 

ar doſt behold the thin coat ii d ſweating reaper, 
— doth = no ripened —_ 379 to thee, 

ſill be 


Tbou 
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Tnon freeſeſt up the Seas, thit fith have beene 
Ort frozen in the waves while they did ſwimm e. 
Thou haſt no ſprings, but of Calc brackiſh water, 
Which doe not quznch thirſt, but encteaſe it rather. 
A few pore wither'd trees in the fields grows 
And the land like the barcen Sea doth (how. 
No birds doe (ing their ſweete andpleaſant notes, 
But Vultures crorke out of their hollo v throates 
Waen fl/ ing hither from ſome remote wood, 
Tney come to quench their thirſt in the ſalt flood. 
Sad worm wood growes here in the empty field, 
Which bitter haryeſt like the place doth yeeld. 
Beſi des aſſaults of enemies we feare, 
Whoſe arrowes dipt in deadl/ poyſon are. 
Beſides this Country farre remote doth lye, 
And none by land or ſea can come ſafely. 
Wonder not then if I deſire ro be 
Sent to ſom? place that yeelds leſſe miſery 
But wonder (wife) that thefe things doe not make 
Thee weepe, and to ſned teares eyen for my ſake. 
It you aske what you ſhould ſeeke, ſeeke ſome favour, 
Youſha'l finde it, if you do: it endea out. 
Wiſh. and deſire that you may it obtaine, 
And breake your ſl:epe with thinking on the ſame. 
Many wiſh ir,for who ſo unjuſt is 
That reſileſſe baniſhment doth to me wiſh? 
It becomes you with all ſtrength to endeayour 
Continually to worke for me ſome ſayour. 
For thou wife ſhouldſt exceede another friend, 
And firit of all ſnouldſt helpe to me extend. 
For to my bookes thou ſhouldſt conforme thy life: 
Which call thee the example of a wife. 
Doe not de generate but let me ſee, 


That I the truth of thee did propheſie, 
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And (ce that thou doſt take heede ro maintaine 
hy former glory, and well gotten fame, 
hough I complaine not, fame will accuſe thee, 
nleſſe as then oughtſt, thon takſt care of me. 
Fortune expoſd me to the peoples view 
nd made me knoune to more than ere I knevy, 
capaneus ſtrooke with thunder was more knowne, 
nd Amphiaraut when his horſe ſunke done 
Into the earth, V.y ſes was throughout 
he world knowne,by wandring about, 
nd Philoctetes by his wound did gaine 
\ generall knowledge, and muchglorious fame, 
meane men with ſuch great ones may ranck'd be, 
Ny ruine giveth glory unto me. 
zeſides you know my bookes have raiſd your fame, 
Equall in honour unto Batti name. 
The world ſhall view the actions of thy life, 
und approve thee to be a loyall wife. 
e that thy praiſes dothin my verſe read, 
ay aske if chey from merit doe proceed, 
vince many will thy vertuous life commend, 
do ſome thy actions will ſoone reprehend. 
Prevent their envy that they may not ſay 
hat thou to helpe thy husband didſt delay. 
ind though faile to dra the yoke with thee 
Of marriage, yet be ſtill a wife to me. 
ing ſicke my Phyſician I doe looke, 
tay with me, till all life hath mee forſooke, 
ind ſince thou art in health, ſhew unto me 
hat love, which I in kealth would ſhew to thee. 
Dur marriage love doth this of thee require, 
Thy nature wife,doth thee with love inſpire? 
our houle requires this of you whence you came 
Woſe honeſt credit you ſhould Nil] maintaine. 
nd, 


For 


* 
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For unleſſe you be 2 praiſe - worthy wife, a 
None will chiake, that you honoatd Martia g life: 
Nor am I unworthy, if youle confeſſe 
The truth, or altogether meritlefſe; 
For which thou lirgely haſt requited me, 
So that Fame if ſhe would cannot hurt thee; 
Encreaſe thy former good deedes by addition 
Of helping me, let this be thy ambition, 
Entreate that in ſome quiet Country I 
May live, and this thy love hill teſtiſie. 
My ſuite is great, yet can no hacme procure 
If granted not repulſe I can endure, 
Be not ſlender, that my verſe moves you 
Toperforme that which I doe know you doe, 
The Trumpeter doth yaliant men excite, 
And the Captaine doth encourage men to fight. 
That you, are honeſt Time doth teſtifie, 
Let vertue equallize your honeſty. 
The Amato ian ax: thou needſt not take, 
Or beare in hand a Buckler for my ſake 3 
Onely entreate great Ceſar he would be, 
Though not ple aſd, yet leſſe angry wich me. 
And let thy teares for mercy intercede, 
For they will cæſar move while thou doſt pleade. 
Thy husbands tiſery will afford thee plenty 
Of teares, an I never let thy eyes be empty. 
My troubles will yeeld matter to bewayle 
My fortune, ſo that teares can never faile: _ 
If with thy death thou couldſt red:eme my life, 
Then thou wouldſt follow Admetus deare wife. 
And thou like to Penelope wouldſt cheate 
Thy urgent ſuiters with a chaſte deceite. 
Laodamia would teach thee to dye, 
With thy hus band and co beare him Company. 


du wouldſt thinke upon 1phias and deſire, 
o throw thy ſelfe into a funcrall fire. 
hy death or a ſpunne web I doe not need, 
ut that to Ceſars wife thou intercede, 
Vhole vertues excell, leaſt antiquity 
dhould exceede our age for praiſd chaſtity. 
ho Tunes ſtoole, nd Venus beauty had 
hich made her worthy of che royal} bed. 
hy doſt thou tremble, or her preſence feare ? 
ou ſhalt ſpeake to no wicked Progne there, 
Nor Agamenmont wife, A giſtus daughter, 
Nor Scylla that bar kes in Sicilian water, 

or Telegonus mother changing ſhapes, 

or Meduſa with haire full of curled in kes, 
But a Princeſſe, H made fortune to find 

jes, and is falſely accuſd to be blind, 

o next to Ceſar is moſt famons grewne, 

yen from the riſing to the ſetting Sunne, 

Then chuſe a time, that for ſuite fit way be, 

eaſt thou faile wanting opportunity. 

e Oracles have not at all times ſpoken, Fx 
or doe rhe Temples at all times ſtand vpen, 

When Citties ſtate is happy, as tis now 

o that no griefe contracts the peoples brow, 

Vhen that Auguſſm houſe, and Progeny, 

Which like the Capitoll ador d ſhould be.) 

ot h flouriſh in height of proſperity, 

— * and may ir ſtill (s be. 

Then take a happy opportunity, | 
hen thou oll inks thy words ſhall powerfull be. 
he be buſie then thy ſuite deferre, 

eaſt raſhne ſſe ſhould deſtroy my hopes beware, 
nd yer againe I doe not bid thee goe, 
o him when he hath no affaires to doe. 2 
"Nt ace 
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Since he fath hardly leaſure to put on | 
Thoſe royall robes which unto him belong, 
When withtl e ancient Senators hedoth fir 

In the Court, then to goe to him tis fit: 

When thou comm'ſ before Tunoes Majeſty, 
Looke you remember then to ſpeakefor me. 
Defend not my offence, for it rs beſt * 

That an ill cauſe in filence be ſuppreſt. 

And therefore in thy ſpeech take onely care 
Topleade for me by carneſt ſuite and prayer. 
Ihen preſently thou mayeſt ſhed rearcs and weepe 
And proſtrate thy ſelſe at their royall feete. 
Aske, that from the foe I may remoy'd be: 
Fortune hath beene a foe enough to me. 

More I cc u'd ſay, but thou with feare diſmaid, 
Wile ſcarcely ſpeake even that which I have (11d 
And vet this feare cannot endammage thee: 

Tt will Chevy that thou doſt dread her Majeſty, 
Nor can it hurt, if teares thy ſpeech of breake, 
For ſometimes teares as much as words doe ſpeake. 
And on a proſperous day thy firſt ſuite make 

In an houre may be fir,and fortunate, 

But firſt to the gods holy Altar bring 

Wine and ſweete incenſe for an offering, 

Let Auguſfus above all adored be, 

With his Conſort,and royall Progeny, 
May they their wonted graciouſneſle ſtill keepe, 
And pitty thee, hen they doe ſee thee reeepe. 
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To Cotta. 


Otta, I wiſh the health t hat's ſent from me, 
As it is truely ſent, may come to thee. 
or to my ſorrowes thou doſt yeeld releefe, 
\nd doſt rake off a good part of my grieſe. 
hile others leave me, and away doe lip, 
hou art an Anchor to my torne ſhip, 
Thy love is gratefull, and we pardon them, 
That left me, ſince my fortunes chang d have beene. 
hen one is thunder ſtrooke, all that are neete 
To him was ſtrooke, are ſtrooke with ſudd tine feare : 
Dr when a wall is ready downe to come, 
from that place for feare of it doe runne. 
ho doth not ſkunne the ſicke with circumſpect ion, 
aring leaſt he from them ſhould draw inte& 'on? 
oſome of my friends that too fearefull were, 
oſooke me not for hatred,but for feare. 
or love in them was wanting or good will, 
ut the offended gods they feared ſtill, 
hey may be called circumſpe& and wary, 
ut yet not wicked, although they were chary. 
hus I excuſe my friends in curte ſie, 
hat towards me they might not faulty be, 
ind with my pardon let them be content. 
at ſo they may be from all blame exempt. 
- You better friends are not aſham'd to be 
. Felpe full unto me in adverſity. 
te memory of your merit cannot fade 
l my conſum d body be aſhes made. 
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Ny it ſhall ſervive me when I am dead, 

If by poſterity I ſhall be re: d. * 

For though our bodyes in the grave muſt lye, 
Yer Fame and honourlive cternally : 

T heſeus ane Oreftes both were (laine, 

Yet they ſtill live by their praiſe worthy fame. 
And you ſhall be praiſd by ſucceeding times 
Your loveſhall be moſt famous by my lines. 
The Sauromates and Getes,doe know your love, 
And borbarovs people doe of it approve. 

For when I of ycur love to them made mention, 
(Speaking the Geli ke and Sarmatian tongue) 
Rv chance an old man there in company, 

Did in this following manner anſwer me. | 
The name ot friencſhip (ranger) we have knowne, 
Alchough our Country be farre from your owne; 
A place in Scythia is Turm nam d. 

Which is not farre of from the Get icke land. 

Of this my birth place, I am not aſnam' d, 

Diana is much honored in this Land, 

Her Temple built on Pillars doth remaine, 

To which by foureteene riſing ſteps they came: 
Her Image here (as Fame ſayes) was contaynd, 
The Baſs of the Image ſtill doth Aland: 

The Altar which was builded of bite tone, .. ... 
L cokes red with blood that hath beene ſhed thereon , 
IT e nobleſt Virgin, Scythia can ſhew, . - - 
Performes thoſe ſacred rites which are due: 

A ſtranger then(as thoſe times did ordaine) 

By the Vireins fur a ſacrifice is flaine. 

Thus theſe kingdomes had well knowne all o re, 
The Evyxine Seas,anud the Meotiche ſhore, 

In his raigne, one came hither as they ſay, 


Flying, who was call d Iphigenia. 
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wiom the light winds, did carry through the ayre: 
Till Phebe (they beleeve) fer her downe here, 
Many yeare$ſhe this Temple did command 
And ſacrificed with an unwilling hand. 
When two young men did in a Ship come hither, 
And both did land upon the ſhore together: 
Equall in love and yeares, the one of theſe 
Oreftes was, the other P plades. 
Their names for friend(hip which they did maintaine, 
Jo one another,are cry d up by fame. 
Vnto Diana tctuell Altar ſtraight, * * 
With their hands bound behind them they were rüde; 
The Prieſteſſe ſprinkled them with holy water, 
Covering her yellow haire,with a vaile after: 
And v hiſe ſhe doth the ſacrifice prepare, 
And with a fillet bindeth up herhaire | 
While ſhe doth ſecke occaſion any way, 
To lengrhen out the time with ſlow delay. 
It is not I that cruell am ſaid ſhe, 2 
And therefore you — pray you — me. 
But to performe thele rites it is my caſe 
Which ar are more barbarout than his ſal rage place. 
It is the cuſtomiè of this nation, 
Whence are you, from what City did you come? 
Or whether was your haple ſſe (hip then bound, 
When you did firſt arrive upon tlis ground ? 
This ſaid,when as the Virgin heard them name 
Their Land, ſne knew they frem her City came. 
One of you muſt be ſacriſic d, ſaid ſhe, 
But tot her may returnie home preſently» 
Pylades that was ready to dye there, 
Bid Oreſtes goe home whom he lo Vd deare, 
But brave Oreffes to goe did deny, : 
d both of them contended which ſhould dye. 
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This onely made them both to diſagree, * 
Who ſtill had liv d in peacefull amity. Ei 
While theſe brave young men, did in love contend, Th 
Vnto her brother ſhea letter pend: A: 
Giving it one of them t came to paſſe, wy Sl 
(Marke how it fortun'd} he her brother was: W 
Which knowne, Diana's. Image they tooke away, A 
Out of the Temple, and ſo ſaild away. Ar 
The young mens love, though many yeares agone, I'fi 
Yet through all Scythia is famous growne. Or 
When the old man had thus old fable told, Wh 
They all did praiſe their loye, and courage bold, Be: 
So that even heere, in theſe moſt ſalyage parts, No 
The name of friendſhip, moves their hard hearts. His 
What ought you then to doe, being borne. in Rome? His 
When ſuch deedes moove the Geres compaſſion, The 
Beſides t hy gentle mind and manners be, Such 
The Cogniſance of thy Nobility, Wh 
Such as the name of Yolcſus doe become, | Whe 
And ſuch as Nama neede not ſhame to ovne, | To i 
Of tl e name of Cotta, thy houſe can't be Oht 
Aſham'd,who doſt uphold thy family, | Who 
Worthy man,thinke that it doth well agree Why 
Wich Vertue, to helpe friends in miſery, | Bur l 
I Thou 
— * — Ad: 
| | Thou 
Eize 1s, III. Wii] 
1 Perha 
PP For I 
To Maximus. For wy 
1 thou haſt time to beſtovy on thy friend, . 2 
Masimut, chieſe of Fabius attend | 
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While I relate to thee what I have ſecnes 
Either it was a true ſhape, or a dteame. 
The Moone upon my window ſhin d one night, 
As ſhe in the midſt of the moneth ſhines brighe. - 
Sleepe that doth eaſe all cares, had me poſſeſt 
While 1 lay on my bed, and tooke my reſt. 
A paire of wings a noyſe in the aire did make» 
And the glaſſe windowes did a little ſhake. 
I frighted,raiſd my lelſe up in my bed. 
On my left elbowJleepe away ſoone fled, 
When Love with (ad Jookes,did before me ſtand, 
Bearing a Maple Scepter in his hand: - ˖ 
No Chaine on's necke, no Coronet on his haire, 
His lockes not comb d, as herete fore they were. 
His haire hung o're his face, and it did ſreme, 
The feathers of his wings had ruffled beene, 
Such as upon the airy Doves backe ſtand, * 5 
When ſhe hath handled beent, by mahya hand. 
When T knew him (whom ſo well had knowae3 
To ſpeake to him in chis ſort I begunne: 
Oh boy, chat haſt thy Maſlers exile wrought, 
{| Whom I had better never to have taught; * 
Why doſt thou hither come where there's no peaee; 
Bur barbarous Ifers water ſtill doth fretxe ? 
Thou didſt diate tome ray yauthfull rhymes - 
4 And mad'ſt me to write Elegiacke Lines. 
Thou wouldſt not have ine riſe by Homers verſe, 
While I great CaptainesaQions did tehearſe. 
Perhaps thy bow and Torch did ſpoyle my wit, 
For I had ſome, and they did weaken it. 1 
For vvhile L of theegand thy mother ſung, 
My mind no greatet workedid thinke upon. 
Andebeſides this, I didiri verſe diſcover 
| The Art of Loves 1 t Lover, 
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For which I am now baniſhtto a place 

That's farre remote, and where thexe is no peace, 
Eumolym was not ſuch to Orpbeus, | 

Nor Olympus to. Phrygian Satyrus, 

Chiron not ſa by Achilles hurt was, 

And Numa did not hurt Pythagoras. 

Inſtead of reckoning names were long agone 

I by my Schollerperiſhed alone. 


While larm'd thee, and taught rhee wanton ſhifty, * 


Thou didſt reward thy maſter with ſach gifts, 
Let thou doſt know, and tiiou maiſt ſafcly ſweare, 
No married folkes by me inſtructed were. 

I writ ts thoſe who doe not bind their haire, 
With achaſte fillet, nor a long robe weare. 
When did I teach hom wives ſhould be beguil'd ? 


While they ſcarce knovy by whom they ate with chile; · 


Yet what availes this, if they thinke I did 
Write, the Art of Adultery forbid, © |, 
So may thy arrowes hit the marke aright, 
So may thy blazing rorch never vant Light, ü 

So may great c t this Emptłre raigne, 

Who is thy cozcnzand from Aneas came. 

If thou his anger doſt ſo farre appeaſe, 

That toremoyeme hence, he would but pleaſe; 
Me thought Iſpoke thus to the winged Lad, 
And from him this ſame following anſwer had. 

By my arrowes, and the blazing Lorch I beate 

By my mother, and by cæſars head I ſaeare, 
That none but lawfull rules thou haſt me taught, 
And in thy Art of Love there as no fault. 
And I dee know thou maiſt defend the ſame, 
But for another fault thou art to blame. 

For though I will not thy ſad griefe renews” - - 
That was the chief & fault tliat thou didſt doe. 


Alt 
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Although an error thou woul dſt have it thought, 
Thy puniſhment Ninot ke to thy fauſt, 
To viſit thee, and comfort thee here lying, 
Downe through the ayre Ion my wings came fly ing; 
This place I firſt ſawyWhen,Fethe requeſt 
Of my mother, I did wound Caliſtho's breſt, 
And for thy ſake I viſit r e c. 
Who to my colours haſt ti ue Souldier beene. 1 
Feare not, for cæſarſ vrath being milder groyne, 
The happy hour e which thou de ſirſt ſnall come 
Feare not delay, the time is now at hand- 
For while his triumph dgeh gear joy command. 
While's mother xx joyces, and his family, 
And Father who is Pater Patrie. - m 
While people praiſe him, and ſwMeete incenſe burne, 
Which makes the Ahars of che City warm. 
And while the Temple affaxds — 5 
Hope that my prayers ma thee indiſtrefſ:,  - a 
This Caid,his flighn he «han pr ayre did take, 
And then my ſen ſes did begin to wake, un er 
Beleeve theſe words although I doubtfullam 
And ſooner thinke there may be a blacke Swan,  - | 
V milke white — — changed bod 
Nor Ivory white, turn :o hlacke Ebony: 
Thy noble birth doth with thy minde age 
Hercules heart thou haſt. and honeſty. .. 
= Hoe 8 vice Ow — ub. 

ich like a Viper cxeepet low by the grouiid, 
Thy lofty mind Fred binch doth fly, 
Not greater than thy ingenuity. ..'- uni! 1 
Some ſeeke by oppreiſion to he feared of all. 
And doe beate darts of enyy * gels e 
Your houſe doth uſę to heſpe the ſuppliane 
Among hich to coun; me. pray Jas 
7 F 3 Ex- 
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Thy Ovid;coth from Tomo: City ſendz 
Favour this paper-Triumph I comman 
Rufina —— t DR . 
The worke is ſmal though t e triumph were ts 
Yer howſor re receive it I entreate. "4 
The ſtrong and healthfull neede no Machaon 
The ſicke man to the Phyfitian tunne. 
Great Poets doe no gentle reader neede, 
For they can make the unwilling mene reade, 
But I who eithet had at all no wit,” © * 
Or elſe long labour hath decayedi it, 
My weakeneſſe by your candor is made ſtrong 
Which if you take away then all is gone. 
And ſince my wotkes your courteous tavour crave, 
This booke eſpeciallymay pardon have. 
Other — the triumph they did ſee, 
And the ſi —— helps the hand dad memory. 
But I be held it onely by relation, 
Inſtead of ſeei — I N24 the/narration. 
And cin'rhoſe. — lions, alike be, | 
F hat things things mweſce 7 
Nor am T griey del 22 fkhe old - 
And filyer Pageants; which you did Behold. 
But the places 4nd] lands which they did preſent, 
And bartailes had given mi verſe nouriſhment. 
And the It aſpe&# at that time, 


Would have en in ths ame yrocke of m mine. 
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The peoples loud applauſe had power in it, 
With acciamations to warme any wit, 
Such vigor in my ſelfe I ſhould have found, 
As Souldiers doe that heare the trumpet ſound, 
Were my heart colder than the Ice or Snow, ' 
Or this place where I miſery underg oe. 
Tf that I ſhould the Generall | behuld, 
In's Ivory Chariot. I ſhould feele no cold. 
I hearing the relation of this ſight, 
Doe deſire you to favour what write, 
The Captaines names, and places, arc unknowne 
To me, I have no matter to write upon. 
Howv little of it could I heare by fame, 
Or who by writing could relate the ſame ? 
Therefore, O Reader,you ought pardon me 
If T hayeerr'd,or ought omitted be. 
Befides,my Muſe heb uſed to complain, 
Can hardly reach unto a joyſull ſtraine. 
My words doe onely ſuite an Elegie, 
And joy doth ſeeme to me a Novelty. 
And as the eye unuſed to the Sunne, 
Is dazled when that it doth looke thereon, 
Even ſo joy is an object farre too bright * 
For my minde,which doth dazle at the fight, 
— thoſe things are moſt gratefull which are new, 

Nothankes to ſlow officiouſneſſe are due. 

Much of this Triumph hath beene writ before, 
Which I ſuppoſe the people have read o te. 
The thirſty — 444 their lines drinke up, 
When he is fall, he will drinke of mv cup. 
ad then their lines like wine ſeem d briske and freſh, 
But mine will ſeeme both warme and wateriſn. 
It was not floth that made me come behind, 


But becauſe I ſo farre off am confind. | 
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Ere I could heare the nevves, and make in baſt, 
Verſ:s,and ſend them a yeare might be paſt, 

Be ſides it is better at the firſt to pull, 

And gather Roſes when the gardens full. 

Then to come aftcr and plucke what you find, 
And gather that which hath beene left behind. 
If others the flowers ofthe garden take, 
Can we a garland for the Emperourmake ? 

Let let no Poets my words, miſeſteeme, 

As (poke againſt thole verſes made by them. 

Let them not gather this conſtruRion hence, 
My Muſe hath ſpoke but in her owne defence. 
Poets, Iam one of your any, 

And of your Tribe alchough in miſery. 

Friends I did alyyayes in my Soule affect yon, 
And now in abſcnee I aſmuch reſpect pu. 
Then favor my yerſe, and let them gaine thence, 
Appl auſe, ſince I can't ſpeake in my defence. 
Thoſe wor kes are grie vous and doe gtrneſt pleaſe 
That come forth after the Authors deceaſe, 

cc Becauſe that envy doth unjuſtly uſe, 

e To wound the living and their name abuſe. 
If fad life be death, then I am dead 

And one ly ſtay but to be buried. | 
The earth is onely ſtay d that ſhould be rhrowne 
Vpon me, and I onely want a Tombe. 
Laſtly although my worke ſhould all offend, 

Let no man willmy duty reprehend, : 
Though ſtrength doe faile, the will praiſeworthy is 
The gods I ſuppoſe are content with this. J 
And accept the poore mans will; that doth bring 
A Lambe, ag wall as an Oxe offring. 
This Subject was ſo great, that it was fir 

Fer that chiefe Port who: »Egeqds vr. f. 
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Saft Elegies the great waight could not beare 
Of Triumph, ſince their feere unequall were, 
And I am doubtſull now, what verſe to frame, 
For Rhene ſhall yeeld a new triumph againe. 
Poets preſages have not untrue beene, 
Freſh Bayes muſt Ceſar crowne,while rheſeare preene, 
Nor doe you reade my words,witt fiere am (cnt, 
To the River Ifer unto haniſliment. 
Where the Getes-whi are never pacified, _ 
Drinke of the ſtreame, as it along dorh glide. 
They are the words of that — that inſpiies me, 
By whoſe afſiftznceFihus prophelie. 
Livia why delay you to prepare, 
His chariot for his triumphs gain d by warte? 
Vnfaithfull Germany thrawes her Speares away 


1. 


My propheſie hath waight, you now will ſay. 

Ads pork to paſſe ſhall ſhorely come, l 

That honours (hall be doubled on thy Sonne. „ 
And in his chariot he (hall then be ſcene, 

Drawne on with horſes as he once hath beene. 

Bring forth his robes that are of purple dye, 4 


To cloath lis ſhoulders for his victory. 

His wreath of Bayes may even know his head, 

Which it ſooften hath encireled. ; 

His Buckler, Helmet ſhall with gold ſhine bright, 

And pecious ſtones which caſt a glittering light, 

The pieces of thoſe Trophies he did get 

From the foe, ſhall above their head be ſer. " 
The Townes are compaſſd with a Towring wall, 

A nd the faigned ſhew dotliſeeme to be reall. 

Let conquer'd Rhexe, gde now under the ſpeare, 

And drinke thoſe waters which with blood dy'd yeere, 

Ihe Captive Kings, ſhall all of them lay by, 

Thelr barbarous ornaments of regaline. * 
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And all their royall robes and veſtures, widr 


Are for their preſent fortune farre too richy 
And other honours toe, which ought to be 
Emblemes of vertue, in thy anceſtry, 

Ye gods, by whoſe power I doe propheſie, 

I pray you my words quickly yerific, ' t .. 
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To Cotta, 


\W/2uld'ſt know fromwhence this letter doth thee greete? 
From thence,wltere er doth the bew Sea meete. 
The place being nam'd you ought to thinke on me, 


Ovid who periſh'd by ingenuitie z 
Who from the ſalyage Getes, doth ſend thee health, 
Cotta, Which he had rather briag himſelfe. 

Young man, heire to thy Fathers eloquence, we 
Have read thy words ſpoke in full Court by thee, 
And having ſpent many houres to reade them o re, 
I was then ſorry that they were no more. 

By often reading more of them I did make, 

And alwaycs much delight in them did take, 
Which till their former ſeetneſſe did rexaine, 
And I was pleaſd with the ſttength of thy vaine, 
They are happy that thy ſpeeches heare and know. 
And from whoſe mouth ſuch eloquence doth flow, 
Though waters ſweete, which we away doe bring, 
Its ſweeter being drunke out of the Spring. 

To 2ather apples from the boug| it is, 

Pleaſanter than being tooke out of a diſh, 
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Bur if my erring Muſe had not baniſht me, 
Thy workes had beene recited then by thee, 
And as I was wont,I might then too fic 
With hundred others a Tadve of thy wit. 
And my heart had beene filled with more delight, 
Being tooke with thoſe words you did recite, * 
You and my Country being left, the fates, 
Had rather I ſhould be amongſt the Getet, 
But that I may by reading preſent be, 
Some pledges of your ſtudy ſend to me. 
Example from me take,if you will receive, 
That which you may to me more rightlypive, 
For Maximus I that long ruin'd am, 
Strive to recover by my wit againe. 
Then let me in requitall, receive from thee 
Some workes which ſhall hereafter gratefull be, 
Tell me O young man, that art ſo enclin'd 
To my ſtudies, bring they not me to minde ? 
To what friends doſt thou thy new verſe recite ? 
Or elſe to reade their owne, doſt them excite ? 
My abſence ſometimes makes thee grieve iu mind 
Which in it ſelfe a ant of me doth find. 
And as in preſence thou wouldſt ſpeake of me; 
So Oridt name is mention'd now by thee, 
May I by Geriete boves be ſlaine and dye, 
(Puniſhment ſoone o'retakerth pet jury, 
If Lin abſence doe not thee ſtill ſee, 
T hankes to the 2ods,the mind and thought is free. 
By helpe whereof I tothe City come 
Vnſeenc, and often talke with thee alone. 
Then it is hard to ſay how eſteeme, 
That white houre which ſo happy then doth ſeeme. 
Then I conceite (if I may be beleev'd) 
That into heaven I am then recciv'd, 


And 


De Ponto. 


And I doe then conceive my ſelfe to be Re ha 
Wich the gods in their bleſſed company. Revive 
But then | thinke Lam here bereaven, | eptu 
Both of the gods ſociety and heaven. | is Ba 
And then me thinkes that this ſame Pontiche lan Neith 
From Stygias Lake, farre diſtant doth not ſtand. ' hueer a) 
Whence if gainſt fate I ſtrive repeal'dto be, ele y 
Maximu,out of this vaine hope put me. — 
| hor 

TIRE — Hon 
Befor: 


Ex x 81 E. VI. 
To 2 Companion. 


Via, to his friend whom he had even nim d, * 

From Euxine ſhore ſends theſe lines here contain d, 
For if I raſhly, who thou art had written, 15 
Blame for my — I ſhould have gotten, 
If thou ast why I doe not name thee too, 
At others thinke, I may them ſafely doe, 
Since thou doſt know great Ceſers clemency, 
In midſt of wrath, I can thee certiſie. 3 
If Iſhould judge my ſelfe I could not offer, 
To take off any puniſhment which I ſuffer, 
Toremember my friends he forbids not me, 
Nor that I ſhould write to thee, thou to me, 
It is no wickedneſſe, if thou doſt ſpend, | 
Some gentle words to comfort up thy friend. 
This feare of thinc,makes Ceſars Majeſty 
geeme dreadtull, and thereby en y d to be, 


Wee 


Lib. | 3 
Ve have ſeene thoſe were thunder ſtrucke, yet did . 
Revive againe, love did not it forbid: ? 
eptune did teare Uſſes ſhip,and rend 
is Barke, Leucotbde did him befriend. 
Neither did ſhe deny to lend to him 
Her ayd. while he through the greene waves did ſuimme. 
elee ve me, gods doe ſpare men in diſtreſſe, | 
wretched they doe notalwayes oppreſſe. | 
nd no god can than Ceſar milder be, | 
ho makes his juſtice power quallifie, | 
o which a Temple Ceſar hath aſſignd, 
Before,plac'd in the Temple of his mind. 
wpiter gainſt ſome hath his thunder ſent, 
hoſe faults have not deſery'd ſach puniſhment, 
When N eptures cruell waves have many drown'd, 
aw many worthy of that death are found ? 
Men the moſt ſtout in warres are ſlaine, arg mult 
Judging himſelfe,confeſſe his doom's unjuſt. 
If you enquire of us: none will deny 
hat our ſufferings doe proceed from equity. 
Beſides thoſe who are drownd,or in warres ſlaine: 
an never be reſtot d to life againe. 
But Ceſar hath call d ſome from baniſhment, 
or elſe tooke eff part of their puniſhment. 
ind I moſt earnefily doe pray, that l 
Might beone of that happy company. 
hen ſince we under ſuch a good Prince ate, 
To receive a baniſht mans words doſt thou fe are ? 
Thou might if Buſires held the government, 
Vho in a Brazen Bull did men torment 
Wrong not his gentleneſſe with thy feare hereafter, 
rt thou afraid of rockes ina calme water ? 
har I ro write to you unnam'd have uſd, 
Me chinkes that I can hardly be cxcuſd. 


De Panta 
But feart had rooke away my uſe of reaſon, 
Griefe made me yoyde of counſel} at that ſeaſon, 
Not Ce/ars wrath, but my fault feare excited 
And with my owne name I was even afrighted. 
Then grant unto your Poet, n that he 
May in his verſes name. and mention thee. 
T were our diſeraces, if my booke ſhould make 
No mention of thee for acquaintance ſake, 


Yet Jeaſt his feare ſhould breake thy nat will 


No moe than thou wilt be cf6cieus ſtill. 


Vnleſſe thou vvilt, thou ſhalt be ill unknowne, N 


I will enforce a kindneſſe upon none. 
Though you may ſafely love me openly, 
Yet if you doubt it, love me 2 


1 r-. 


EL RGI z. VII. 
To his friend. 
| want words, the ſame ſo oft to enteate, ; 


And am aſham d one ſuite ſtill to repeate 3 
T-thinke my verſe to you doth teadious grow, 


14 


Still of one theame, ſince you my ſuite doe know. | 


For you know what my Letter doth reveale, 
Before you open it and breake the ſeale. 
Therefore in yriting let me change my theame, 
That I goe not ſo oft ageinſt the ſtreame. 
Friends pardon me for my good confidence, 

I will no more commit ſuch an offence. 
Leaſt] diſtruſt my wife who doth abide 
Conſt ant, but yet for favour hath not tride. 


14 


« Oxi 


* 

© Ovid ſhall beare, ſor worſe than this can be, 
Thou haſt borne, bucthens can be felt by thee, 

The Oxe tooke from the heard, doth ſhun te plcugh. 

And to the hard yoke his necke will got bow, 

But I whom tate hath uſd moſt cruelly, 

Am long ſince uſed to all miſery, 

To dye on Geticke land, ift be my doome. 

Let my fate goe on as it harh begun. 

It is delightfull ſome hope maintaine, 

FBut not delighefullif it ſtill prove vaine. 

And men doe alwaycs wiſh thoſe things may be, 

Ot which they conceive poſlibilitys 

But being undone,'tis the next degree, 

Brayely to deſpaire of all remedy. 

Some wounds we ſee by curing do grow greater, 

Which if they had not beene toucht had beene better. 

[ts eaſier at firſt to drowne in water, 

Than tyre with ſwimming and be drowned after, 

To remove from Sytbia why did I beleeve, 

Or that a happier Land might me receive? 

Why ſhonld I hope my fate ſhould gentler be, 

Have I ere knowne fortune ſo kind ro me ? 

It doth encreaſe my ſorrow, andto ſhew 

My place of baniſhmentdoth griefe renew. 

Yer tis better my friends ſhould not ſuc for me, 

Than that their ſuite ſhould not effectuall be. 

My friends fo great a ſuite you dare not make 

Would you aske, be would grant it fer my ſake. 

Since Cæſar doth not this to me deny, 

On Ruine ſhoate let me dye valiantly. 


ET 22 


De Ponta 
EL x 8 1 . VIII. 
To Maximus. 


J<Confdered what gifts from Tomes L 
Might ſend, my love to thee to teſtiſie. 


bou art more worth than ſilver, or gold bright; | 


Which in beſtowing well thou tak'ſt delight, 
But yet theſe places rich in mettall be, 
W hich cennot be dug for the enemy. . 
The ſhiny purple hath thy garments dy d, 
Bur in Sarmatrche Seas none doth abide, _ 
The fleeces which the cattle beate, ate hard, 
And the Mayds know not how to ſpit or cards 
Inſtcad of carding women grind corne here, 
And heavy water on their heads doe beare. 
The Vine here onthe Elme runs not abroad, 


No apples with their waight the boughs doe load. 


But in thoſe ſad fields bitter wormewood growes, 
Ihe fruite the bitterneſſe of this Land ſhowes 5 
So that in Pontus | could nothing ſee, 

That I mig lit ſend toexpreſſe love to thee, 

Some Scythian Arroes I have ſent to thee, 
Which wounding thy foe may they bloodyed be. 


Theſe are the pens znd bookes, which here we ule, 


In this place Maxim, they are our Muſe: 
Im aſham d of ſuch a poore preſent, 
Bur cake chem kindly, pray, as they are ſent, 


1 * 


Lib, 3] 


Er E161 1. Ix. 
To Brutus. 


B Rutus,becauſe my bookes are ſtill che fame, 
You doe report that ſome my verſes blame: 

Becauſe they tue that I might neerer be; 

And chew how [ live with the enemy. 

Of how many faults may one be repre hended: 

Tis well if wy Muſe here alone ended, 

] (ce what faults | mm my bookes commit, 

When all approve their verſe more than is fir 

Authors doe praiſe their worke, Accius ſaid, 

Ther ſites face was good which he had made. 

(My judgement is not ſo led to approve 

Wat I doe małe, that I ſhould ſtraight it love, 

You may aske why J will offenſive be 

In verſe,ifI my fault in writing ſee 3 

Tis oue thing to be ſenſible of paine, 

Another to tike away griefe againe. 

For all are ſenſible of wiſery, 

hut Art muſt take away the malady. 

That word which I would change I doe leave in, 

My ſtrength of ſudgement to faile doth begin. 

Sometimes (why ſhould I doubt to ſpeake the trot h,) 

To correct them, much trouble me it doth. 

Beſides I take delight in popular favour, 

Which maketh me in writing take leffe labour. 

And when my iuſpir'd breſt once warme is growne, 

Then my encreafing worke goes ſwiftly on. 

But to correct a worketis a hard things 

Homer fore | Ariſtarchus I efteeme, " 

reſides the bidde doch hold backe the Horſe, 

ad cares reſtraine che wind * llerte coutle, 


But 


ay, << BH AAR 
De Ponto. 
But may the gods grant Ceſars wrath may be, 
Appeaſed and diminiſhed towards me. 
T hat theſe bones of mine may be covered, 
And in ſome quiet land be buried, 
When I would faine deſcribe my miſery, 
My Fortune's viſage then affrighteth me. 
Me thinkes I am mad,while I verſes make, | 
And mongſt the Getes care to corre them take, ] 
Let this doch make my lines excuſable, 
That to ſhew change of humouis they are able. 
For I ſung when | had canſe to be glad, 
Now I ſing ſadly becauſe l am ſad; 
While once I ſung of joy, now of miſery, 
And both my workes with my times agree. 
Can I write of this land but bitterly ? 
Praying I in ſome better place may dye. 
I write the ſame ſo oft, none it reſpect, 
And my words are become of none effect. 
But that the reader ſhould not rake offence, - 
When he doth finde the ſame repeated ſenſe. 
Of all my frie nds Brutus I entreate thee ? 
Reſpe& my worth, you learned pardon me, 
For I doc prize the good that I may gaine, * 
By this worke more than I doe any fame, 
Beſides a Poet can that matter frame, 
Vnto his owne deſire which he doth faine, 
My Maſe is Index of my miſery, 
Of which ſhe may a faithfull witneſſe be. 
That my Letters ſhould be delivered being ſent; 
And not to make a booke,vvas my intent, 
Afterward I collected ſome of thoſe, _ .. 
That you may not thinke I this worke did chuſe 
Then pardon theſe lines, which I did not make 
For glory\bur for love and profit ſake, | 


$ 
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DE PONT O. 
LIB. IV. 


Euzc1s, I. 


$ 


To Sext: Pompeins. 


1 Eccive Ponpeies,this verſe whic': he das, 
Tv! ; (Sextus) even his life to you 
; Nl me your name to ſet downe, 
1 You de one kindnaſſe to the former ſumme3 
Butif you fromne, my fault I will confeſſe, 
let you may pardon my fault nere the leſſe, 
Ty _ would needes declare her clare her chankefulorſe, 


at my kts 
jo oe tre le ne | 
lat in my beokes I had not mention d thee} 
| nile I did compoſe my ſelſe and frame? 
0 write to ochers ſhouldI writethyname 2 ? 
y errot pleaſed me in ſuch a fault, 
| "5h eonillingy ous agalne did bloc 


5 De Ponto. 
Ne write to him, ſaid I, though he doe blame 
Me, for prefixing on the toppe his name, 
Ah l' me aſkham'd that I have not commended 
My love before to him, and ſo offended. 
If I ſhould drinke the dull Lathean water, 
Yet I can never forget thee hereafter. 
Then ſuffer me I pray,doe nor diſdaine 
My words, nor verſe which I in duty trame. 
Light thankes for former kino neſſes receive 
If not I will be gratefull without leave. 
Von teady were to doe me gooo yeur ſelſe, 
And ycu did ſtill ſupply me with your wealth, 
And being not afrighted by my fate, 
Your love hath kelpefull beene to me of late. 
But if thou aske perchance how [can be, 
For future time ſo conkidenr in thee, 
I (ce that every one ſtrives to maintaine, 
Aud preſerve that worke whith himſelte did frame. 
So Venus, which'the Painter Cous drevv, 
His labour and his glory both doth ſhew, 
Being drawne by bim, as if the did repaire 
From Sea, nd ſeem d to dryher moyſined haire, 
So Pallas in che Actaan Tower doth ſtand, 
Carved in Ivory by Phidias hand. 
So Calami forthe hotſes which he drew, 
Deſerveth praiſe which uno him is due. 
go Myrom werke os of no leſſer worth, 
Who did unto the life a Cow draw forth. 
So thy other good deedes am, 
A peece of workmantiwp Thou dal 


#4 % | ** 


I * 5 
2 
maintane. 
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1 w : 


1 ? 


Lik. 4 
ET 10 1 1. IT, 


To SEVEN. 


Hat which thou teadſt Seyeras, the moſt great 
Of Poets,comes from the unſhorne Gore, 
If I may ſpeake the truth, aſham d I am, 
has my bookes hitherto conceal'd thy name. 
et my officiqus Letters which I did frame 
n Proſe,not Verſc,unte thee often came. 
| ſent no verſe to ſheve vrhat care I rake 


becher; what ſhouldIſead,whar thou dell make} 


Who giveth Ariſteus at anytime 

done y, or unto Bacchus Falernt wine? 
ho to Tuptolemus doth come and offer, 

Vho to A cinus doth Ap r. 

Thou haſt a fruitfull amongſt choſe 
hat honour Heligon,theres none eu! 
hee, for the richneſſe of th : 

r for the plenteoulneſſe of thy ſwoere ſtraine: 

o ſend thee verſes then, had beene to adde 
eayes to the wood of which great ſtore they kad; 
id this Severus onoly cauſed me, | 

To be ſo flow in writing unto thee, 

Nor is my wit ſuch as it was, for now 
he dry and barren ſands invainel plonghy 

For as mud chokerh up the waters vaine, - 

Making a Spring that cannot — | 
he mud of griefe my hreſt hath choaked ſo, 

hat my verſe with a poorer vaine doth flow. 

Iror if this land had boene great Howe: (cat, 

bcleeye me, I had then become - 2Gere, 

22 


Sram 


De Panty: 


Grant me your pardon, if I doe confeſſe 

That in my ſtudyes I amgromwne remiſſe 

And ſeldome time when Ia letter frame, 

Doe I the ſyllables on my fingers ſcan. 

That fury which in Poets doch uſe to be, 

Is abſent now, which was before in me. 

My Muſe: will ſcarce aſſiſt me, when I take 

Paper to write, to dictate ſhe is ſlackeʒ 

So that in writing I take little pleaſure, 

Nor take delight to joyne my words in meaſure : 

Since verſe hath not beene profitable to me, 

But hath occaſion'd all my miſery. 

Or ſince to dance in thedarke cis all one, 

And to write verſes that are read of none, 

Our ſtuddy by the audience is raiſd, 

And Vertue doth encreaſe.when it is prayſd. 

For glory is a great ſpurre to excite 

& Vertue, and make her take a higher flight, 

To whom but the Coralli can I heere | 

Recite thoſe lines which by me written are? 

Or to thoſe other Nations which abide © - + 

Faſt by the barbarous River 1/ers (ide$ 

But what ſhould doe here to paſſe away 

My haplefſe leaſure or to ſpend the day? 

I neither love deceitfull dice nor wine; 

By which they uſe to paſſe away the time. 

Nor doe the ploughed fields yeeld me delight, 

Whichif the warres would ceaſe would pleaſe my fight. 

My Maſes, who my cqld- comforters be 1 ** 

Remaine, that have not well deſerv d of me, 

But thou that drinłſt of their happy ſpring, .. 

Love Poetry whichdid thee profic btiug. 

Let the Muſes by thee till be reyerenced, 
And {cad us ſome dem worke of thine to tead e, 


Lib, Þ 
E: nor, III. 
To hit unconſtant friend, 


GHall I complaine ? be dumb, or without a name 

Make knowne who thou art, that art ſo too blame; 

will not name thee, leaſt thou thinke it he : 

A credit, while my yerſe complaines of thee, 

While that my fortunes favorable were, , 

One of my chiefeſt friends thou didſt re. 

Now fortune bends her bro, thou gel backe, 

When you perceiy'd that I your helpe did lacke. 

Now you pretend, you know not who I am 

Asking who Ovid1s,when you heare his name. 

Know I amhe that was friend of old 

From a child, though of this youle not be told. 

Iam he — — your affaires did = 4 

Whom then to you company you did chuſe, 

In the houſe I ſtill oye wo. ie, 

It was my Muſe alone that pleaſed thee 

I am he, who whether he doe live or no, 

Perfidious man, thou took'ſt ne care to know, 

Either confeſſe thounever lovedit me, 

Or co thy ſelfe a counterfer to be, 

Or elſe if that thou didſt not counterfeir, 

Thou wilt be found to be fickle and lighr. 

Tell me, what anger hath thus changed thee ? 

If thy complaint be not juſt, mine muſt be. 

What fault of mine hath thus eſtranged thee Z 

Or iſt a fault to bein adyerfity F / 

If to helpe me in deedes you unfit, 

Three words in paper you might 5 have Nit. 
4 
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De Pants. 


I ſcarce be loeve it, yet by fame I heare, 
That to inſult o re Se, you d doe not ſparę. 
Thou madman; if thy fortune ſhould goe backe, 
All pitty from thy ſelfe why doſt theu take? 
This goddeſli her hgltgeſle hy heriwheele, 
Making the higheſt ſpokets touch her heele, 
She is — ut than wind 8 be. 
Yet thau aller in inconſt 
— 127 a fender t th 8 bang, 
Thoſe who arg 1 donc to ruine come. 
Who hath not Caſars wealth ? yet he 
Was taken captive'by his enemy. | 
Prot when 2774 ſe was ſo afrajd, 
Hunger compelled 905 im —— 
Who greater was than 4 reat 
Yer he once put to 8 did helpe entreate: 
While he whom t world , abeyd, 
Poorer than any them all was ma 
Marius by the Tugurrhine tryumph ꝑlotious, 
Who being cage 1 Rome ae was oft viRorious, 
In the mudde and the n s did lie,, 
And ſuffer many an in 

Humane affairet the [port of the gods be, 
% In preſent time there is no certaintie. 
Tf any one had ſaid that I ſhould go, 


To tl Euxine ſhoaxę — eng the Getes ſtiffe Bowe, 


To purge his madheſſe, I had bid him goes 
Drinke Helleboreyyhjch dothin-4nticyra grow. | 
Vet l —— ee 4 I could (hunne 


I could not runnẽ: 


When ſe — fear 2 | 
While thou 2 ne rexſity. 


Lib. 4. 
BIB 1 1. INT. 


'To Sext. Pompeiac. 


IT Here is no day with Seutherne ſhowers ſo wet 
That no ſoft raine their violence doth remit, 

Nor any place hath yet ſo barren beene, 

That no good herbaa mong the thornes do ſpring: 

For Fortung-ng ſuch miſery doth inflict, 

That no joy can in part diminiſb it. 

I from my houſe, my country, and friends am ſent 

To Getich ſhoares to liye in baniſhment, | 

Yer I have found away my ſelfeto cheere, 

And not remember my ſadfurtune heere. 

For while I walked-on the yellovy ſand, 

I leard a pajre of wings which gently fand 

The ayre, as it didſreme then unto mee, 

I looked backe, but no body could ſee : 

At laſt 1 heard theſe words, behold I Fame, 

Come flying throuzh the wide ayre, to proclaime 

Theſe tydings which ſhall- happen unto thee, 

A meſſenger of. joyfull names to bee. 

The next enſuing veare ſhall happy bee, 

In Pompeys Conſulſhip, who's deare to thee: 

When ſhee had this report through Pontus blowne, 

The goddeſſe through the. Countries journyd on. 

This newes made care to leave me for a ſpace, 

That I forgot the barbariſme of the place: 

Therefore when lan das — bediny \ 

Whoſe month after December commeth in, 

Pompeius then the purple robe ſhall weare, 

of Which henour's due unto his vertues are. 


» .-- Ih 
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De Ponto 


Me thinkesT (ce the vulgar people hurt, 

While they doe preſſe and throng into his Court. 
While thou to Ta/peian Temples doſt repaire, 
To the mexcifull gods to make thy prayer, 
While ſnow white oxen there are ſacrificed, 
Which in the faire Faliſcay fields were bred; 
Deſiring all the gods to fayour thee, | 


Eſpecially 7ove and Ceſars Majeſtie. 

The Court {hall love — the convocation 

Ot Senators harken unto thy Oration, 5 
When having pleaſed them with a fluent ſtile, 
Having received gratulations all the while 5 

Having thankd the gods;and Ceſars Mijeſticy 

Who will conferre more honours upon thee, 

The Senate they ſhall bring thee backe againe, 
While thy houſe can't the throng of people containe $ 
Woes me, that I may not amongſt them bee, 

And that I may not thoſe fights view and ſee, | 

Let in my minde which 1 may onely doe, 

The Conſuls face I will behold and view. 

Gods grant thou maiſt ſometimes thinke on my name, 
And ſayalafſe,how doth that wretched man? 

When I keare thou haſt ſaid it ſo, Ile confeſſe, 

The ſorrowes of my baniſhment are leſſe. 
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Erzetn, V, 


To the ſame, vom Conſult, 


Ight Elegics goe to the Conſuls care, 
| Lis: to his E viewgheſe wy lines beare; 


G4 we ww 


Lib. 4; 
A long way en unequall feete yougoe 
The corth being covered o're — ſnove, 
Having paſt cloudy um, and cold Thrace, 
And the rough billowes of the 7oniay ſeas, 
You need not make much haſt, for you ſhall come; 
In ten dayes to the Queene of Cities, Rome. 
Then to Pompeius houſe goe out of hand, 
Which next unto Auguſfus Court doth dang; 
If people ase whoſe you-are,whence you came, 
Then tell them ia their care fome fained name: 
Your Author you with ſafety may conſeſſe, 
Yer a fain d name will be more dangerleſſe. 
And when you come to his gate, go and ſee 
The Conſull, for none will prohibit thee, 
While he doth unto the Quirites ſpeake, 
Sitting in ſtate upon his Iyory ſeate. 
Or while he doth the people taxe and ceaſe, 
And ſtrives to make the Cities wealth enereaſe: 
Or like a Conſull holds a conſultation, | 
Tocall the Senators to a conyocation 
In the Iulia Temple. or elſe goes himſclfe, 
To wiſh Auguffus and his Sonne all health: 
Or elſe he takes care to diſcharge, and looke 
Vnto his office, whichhe undertook e. 
To ſalute Germanicui after them he goes, 
To whom at tothe gods he honour ſhowwes. 
When his affaires are ſetled and do quiet ſtand, 
Then he will take you in his gentle hand, 
And perhaps aske how I your Author doe, | 
To anſwer him in theſe words I would have you. 
He lives, and ſaies he owes his life to thee, 
Firſt granted him by cæſart Majeſtie: 
And gratefully remembers how be went, 
By thy convoy ſafely to baniſhments 


* 
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While che Bifforian ſword had beene dyed in 

His blood. unleſſe thou hadſt tod care of him: 
And ſupplyrdſt him with n · caſſaries thy ſelſe, 
That he might not diminiſh his one wealth, 
That to requite your love, he vowes that he 

A ſeryant unto you will alwayes bo. 

For farſt the Mounzaines ſhall. want ſhady trees, 
Sayle bearing ſhips ſhall-not ſay le on the ſeas, 
And Rivers ſhall runne bac he unto their ſpring, 
Ere I forget vyhat yout love to me hath beene, 

T his having ſaid, enereato him he would daine 
To kee pe you;for unto this end you came. 


1 
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EIZO. VI. 
To Brutz: 


BN. ti 15 letter thou readeſt is ſent thee 
From t hence, here thou wyouldſt not have Ovid be? 
Thou wouldſt not have i ſo, but fate requires, 
Alaſſe the fares are ſtronger than defires. 
Five yeares paſt ſince | have in Srythia beene, 
And now another five yrares doth begin « 
Fortune is conſtant in her crueltie, 
And treacherouſly ſneſtill oppoſeth me. 
Maximus honour of the Fabian family, 
Would have mov d Cæſar for me certainely, 
Thou dydſt before thy ſuite could moved be 
Vaworthily,Ithinke,with griefe for me. 
Now to commit my cauſe ta any I feare, 


Fox after thy death all my hopes dead were. 


; Lib. 4. 
Anga us to pardon my fault did begin, 
But then he dy d, and my hopes dy d in him: 
Let I though fatre off, verſes to you writ, 
Of him whom — — of — admit, 
And ma ious dutiie ſo profit me 
That HTS ma — appeaſed be : 
That you pray for the 21 ate be ſworne 
Brutus, hole faithfulneſſe to me is knowue: 
For th love was till conſt int unto me, 
And it enereaſed in adverſity. 
He that did (ee our teares together ſhed, 
Did beleeve tlat we both were baniſhed, 
Nature hath given a ſoftneſſe unto thee, 
To pitty ſuch as are in miſery: 
And Brutus ſhe hath given unto none, 
Such a gentle temper and diſpoſition; 
That he who dot h not know how thou canſt plead, 
Thinkes not thou could gainſt guilty ones proceed. 
Thou canſt at once, though they doe ſeeme contrary, 
Be mild to ſuiters,cruell to the guilty. 
When thou haſt undertooke to judge a cauſe, 
According to the ſevetity of lawes, 
The words that come from thee in general], 
Sceme as if they were dipt in poyſon all. 
— thy _ — be 2 

cling the wounding arrowes of t ue, 

Which thou doſt ſharpen carefully, hit ans 
Would thinke thou hadſt ſuch a diſpoſttion. 
But unto ſuchas fortune hath oppteſt, 
A woman cannot beare a renderer breſt: 
And this I cheifely then did finde in ther, 
When the moſt of my friends denied me: 
I will fotgerthem/but I will never be, 


Yamindfull of yout belpe/in'miſetiy” 
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And 7ſter that too neere me doth flow on- 
rom Euxine Seas unto his ſpring ſhall runne. 
The Sunne ſhall drive his chariot to the Eaſt, 
As it was when wh 4-9 kept his feaſt, ; 
Sooner than you who were much griev d that I, 
Should be zooke from you all ſo ſuddenly, 
Shall accuſe me that I have unto him, 
Either ungratefull,or forgetfull beene, 


— — 


ELI OI I. VII. 
ToYeſtals. 


TE ſtalis becauſe you were ſent before, 
On purpoſe, unto the cold Euzine ſhoarc, 
To render, juſtice to thoſe Lands which bec 
Scituate under the North Axletree, 
You ſee in what a country I doe lie, 
And that my complaints true can teſtifie, 
Your words to my complaint much credit brings; 


O young man deſcended from the Alpine Kings. 


Thou ſeeſt the Sea with Ice is frozen ups 
Thou ſeeſt the wine is frazen in the cup, , 


And thoudoſt ſee here howthe country Swaine, 


Over the Iſter drives bis loaden waine, 

And how they doe poyſon arrowes you do ſee, 
That they by two effects may dead 7 bee, 
And I doe wiſh thou hadſt them onely ſcene, 
Not by experience knowne to thee had beene 2 


For ſince you did your way through danger make; 
Honour hath beeny confend op you of late : 


" which 
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Which honovr though it be to you a grace. 

Your vertue doth deſerve a higher place. 

This Iſter knowes, whoſe ſtreame was dyed red 
Wich blood of Geiet by tl.y hand laughrered : 
And this gt knewes, hich thou didſ rake, 
Which ſtrongly ſcituaie no defence could make. 
This City was as ſtrong by ſcituation, 

Plac'd on a hill as by fortification. 

From King Sitbenius,Sa'vages did ir winne. 

And as conquerors they tooke the wealth therein, 
Till Vuellius did by water paſſa ge get | 
For bis Army, and march d up age inſt the Gete. 
Thou that valiant Deunas art deſcended, 

To march againſt the enemy waſt intended, 

And gliſtering armour then put on you did, 

For valiant actions never can be hid. 

And marching on the Citie didſt aflaile, 

Mauger their (words and ſtones that flew like haile; 
With arrowes ſhot thou couldit not be witl.ſtood, 
Nor with darts dipped in the vipers blood; 

And there thy body did ſome wounds ſuſtaine, 

But love of honour takes away all paine. 

Thus Ajax when their ſhips to Trey did come, 
Reſiſted the fire · bals which Hector flung, 
But when you fought hand to hand, and came nigh, 
That by the ſword you might the matter try: 

Tis hard to ſay, what valour you did ſhew, 

And whom you kild, or how many you ſlew, 
And being Conquerour didſt tread on the Geter, 
Who by thy ſword lay ſlaughtered there in heapes. 
The Souldiers from their Captaine did fire take. 
Receiving wcunds,they many wounds did make: 
Bue my Jo valqur did as much exceed, | 

As Pegaſor ſuryaſled other horſes ſpecd, 


£2104 


De Ponto. 


gp ſus tooke in verſe Vſtalu, I 
1d memorize your deedes to eternity. 


— 


ETLE G1 Fo VIII. 


To Snillius. 
Eerned Suillias your letter was to me 
Moſt welcome, tough lately it delivered be: 
herein you promiſe that ĩf the gods may 
Be enclined by prayer, my helpe you ill aſſay, 
hough you availe not your friendly goodwill 
bliges me to be your debtor ſtill. 
And may you long continue in this deſire, 
Lee not my milery make your love to tite. 
Bonds of affinity bind us in one yoake, 
Which I do pray may ſull remaine unbroke: 
For ſhee that is thy wife is daughter to me, 
And my wife allo ſonne in law cals the. 
Wocs me, if thou doſt frowne when chou haff read 
My verſe, and art aſhamd of my kindred : 
t no cauſe to be aſhamm'd canſt thou finde 
But Fortune which unto me hath beene blinde. 
Eximine my deſcent, my Anceſttie 
Were Gentlemen of _—_— Pedigrer: 
Tf you examine my lifes integri 7 
— one — ſhould bamnetefſe be, 
Then you do thinke intreatie may prevaile 
To entreat the gods humbly do not faile. 
Young Ceſar is thy god, his Majeſtic | 
An Altar is, that is well known to tee. 


«- I 
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He ſuffers not his Prieſts in vaine to pray, 
To get ſome helpe from him therefarg aſſay, 
If he do fayour me, my Barke hereafter, 
Shall riſc againe that's now ſuncke in the water. 
Tlen I ſwecte Inſence ſolmnely will bring 
Vnto the Altar for an offering: 
And I will ti en both teſtifie and ſhow; 7 
How much the gods by their owne power can do, 
Iwill not build a marble Temple tot thee 
German ic us, ſince my fall impover iſlid meeʒ 
Let happy fanailics Temples build to ti ee, 
And Cities that are in pruiperity, 
Ovid will hew his gratuude lamſelfe, 
By writing verſcs,w! ich are all his wealth, 
Yer he I know a {mall requitall :fiords, | 
That for life giyen him, doth give backe words, 
But he that giveth the moſt he can doe, 
His gratitude abundantly doth ſheyv ; 
And in this action he hath truely ſhew'd, 
The high ſi perie ction of all gratitude. 
When poore men a little Inſence ſacrifice 
Vnto the god s, they do it not diſpiſe: 
Their little inſence is as powerfull, even 
As that which out of a gteat diſh is given. 
The ſucking lambe, and that which hath bcene fed, 
With the Faliſan graſſe are offered 
As ſacriſices, and with their blood ſtaine 
The T arpeian Altars when as they are ſlaine, 
And yet the thankfull lines of Poets be, 
Moſt ſutable to a Princes dignity. | 
Verſes doe every where your prayſe proclaime, | 
And make your worthy deedes Gal ive by fame, 
© Vertue doth live by, verſe, and cannot dye, 


2 is made x r. _—— 
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For time conſumeth lron and hard ſtone, 

TT hg is nothiriz that is than time more ſtrong, 
Verles doe beare tl eir yeares by verſe you knovy 
Who Agamemnom was, and allo who 

Did beare armes on his ſide, and what might, 
Did on the other ſide againſt him fight. 

Ot Thebes ot the ſcven Captaines who had knowne, 
Without yerſe, what ſhall, or hach beene done ? 
The gods themſelves by verſe are deify'd, 

So that their Majeſties doe Poets neede, 

By it the Chaos, natures firſt rude heape 

We know was formed into a divers ſhape, 

By ic che Gyants that affected Heaven, 

By drrcfull thunder into Styx were driven, 

So Bacchus praiſe by verſe abro id was (pred, 
When hie the Indians had conquered, 

Hercules in vetſe hath praiſed beene, 

Cauſe he Ochalia away did bring. — 
And Ceſar your Srandfather, hoſe vertues were 

Such that he is now made a ſhining ſtarre. 

Verſes partly the chiefe maintainers be, 

Of his moſt ſacred gractous memory. 

Therefore if any wit remaine in me, 

Germaxicus. it ſhall at thy ſervice be. 


Then being a Poet, thou wilt not contemne 571 
A Poets love, but judge c're thou condemne. Gr 
Wert thou not called co greater dignity, wist 


The glory of the Muſes thou be. 8 
Thou wouldſt rather give matter for verſe than make 
Verſes, and yet thou canſt not them fotſake. 

No thou mak'ſt warre,then iii a yerſes meaſure 

Doſt yrite thoſe wartet thus warre is but thy pleaſure; 
And as Apollo skild in Harpe and Bow, 3 
S chat both ring, bis ſacred fingers know, 8 P 
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So learning is not — — thee, 

Nor Arts that ſuite with Principality: 

zut in thy royall mind Ioves Soveraignty, 

Is mingled wich the Mules Poetry. 

Then that we are baniſh'd from that Spring, 
Which by a ſtroke of Pegeſis hoofe did begin. 

Let it availe me ſomething that I am 

A Pot, and doe ſacred rites maintaine, 

That I may leave the Getes,and ſhoates which are 
dubject to the Coralli, ho skins weare, 

That if I muſt live baniſhd, I may come 

To live in ſome place neerer unto: Rome, 

That I may celebrate your praiſe in verſe, 

And ſuddenly your glorious deedes rehearſe, 

And deare Suilus, by ear neſt prayer require 

The gods to grant your Father in lawes deſire. 


* 2 


EL 261 . IX. 


— 


To Gracinus. 


Vid. from Euxixe ſhoare, not when he would, 
Grecinus,ſends th e health, but whence he could. 
l wiſh that it that morning may meete thee, 
thou receiv'ſt che Conſuls dignity. 
dince when thou as Conſull ſhale carri'd be 
o the Capitol, I ſhall not goe with thee. 
y my Letter on that day be recei d 
ad ſo my duty in my ſtead. 
jut if to better fates I bad beene borne, 
ae tha my Forupes bad rae noe on 
F 


_— — —ä 
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I had ſaluted t hee in preſeuce then, 

Which now iny hand performeth by my pen. 
And I would mingle kiſſes with each word, 
Which ſhould honour unto both of us afford. 
I ſhould be ſo proud if this day once came, 


So that thy houſe could ſcarce my pride containe. 


And while the Senate walked on each (ide, 

I as 2 horſeman ſhould before t hee ride. 

And though I de ſir d {till next thee to abide, 

I ſhould be glad not to be next ti (ide. 

1 would endure the peoples throng and preſſe, 
And to be throng'd ſo, count it happineſſe. 
Ad I ili uld alſo then re jeyce to ſee, 

What troopes of people beare thee company, 
And [ who am moy'd,with each vulgar fight, 
To (ce thy purple robes ſhould take Felight, 
And toſee chy icato wrought with Imagery, 
Which is carv d on Numidian Ivory. 

Then com ming to the Tarpeias Tower againe, 
While Sacrifices at thy command were ſlaine, 
The god in the midſt of it, had heard me 
Giving thankes for giving me this digniry, 
And giving Frankinſence withyratefull minde, 
For joy of honour unto thee alſign d. 

And amongſt thy friends I ſhould reckon'd be, 
If the more gentle fares had ſufferd me 

To be in the City, ſo that what L doe 

Behold in thought, L with my eyes might view. 
But they were not pleaſd, and 7 juſtly 
My cauſe of puniſhment why ldeny 2? 
Yet in mind,which cannot baniſit be, 

Thy purple robes and orfiaments I ſee. 

Aud how to people thou doſt juſtice doe, 

Apd unke Ime preſearar chy counlels too. 
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Or how the Cities rents are improv d by thee, 
And are caſt up with much fidelity. 
Or heyy in Senate thou mak'ſt an Orati 
Or for the publicke good holdſt conſultation. 
Or how thou doſt fat Oxen ſacrifice, *' © 
Te god-like c e(ar for t hy dignities, 
And I wiſh. when thy better are made, 
Thou would pray that their wrath might be allayd. 
Theſe words will make the flame riſe from the fire, 
Vpon the Altar, and to mount up higher, + 
Till then Ile ceaſe complaint, and as I may 
When thou art Conſull;keepe a Hol 
And this no leſſe a cauſe of joy ſhall be, - - 
That thy brother ſucceedes thee in dignity. 
Thou on Decembers laſt doſt it forſake, 
He on the laſt of 7anuaryſhall it take. 
Mutuall love ſhall youto joy encline, 
You for your brothers honour, he for thine. 
Twice Conſull, you ſhall in each ether be, 
And double honour ſhall grace your family. 
Which honour is ſo great, that there can be 
In Martiall Rome no greater _— = 
Beſide it is more honour unto thee, | 
To have ſuch honour given by his Majeſty. 
And may Ceſar till thinke you Flarcas to be, 
Warthy of ſuch honour and dignity, | 
If winds ſtand faire to hoyſt ſayles doe not faile, 
That my Ship out of Stygian waves may ſaile. 
Græt ius, Flacem did of late command, 
And the Land about Aer in — maintaind. 
He by the j an people in fidelity, 
And the Bow bearing Ges did terriſie. 
By ſpeedy valour he did Trat es take 
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Enquire of him how Seytbia doth lye, An 
And how I am frighted by the enemy. | My 
Or if their ſhafts are diptin Serpentsgall, Pon 
Or if that men for ſacriſices fall. T hy 
Or that Pontus with cold be froꝛ en over, No 
And that Ice many leagues of it doth cover. Ifa 
Then aske how Iam eſteem d, and how 1. Per 
Doe ſpend the time here in hard miſery. In! 
I am not hated, nor deſerve to be, My 
My mind is not chang'd by adverſity. Wh 
My mind enjoyes her owne (xanquility, Not 
Which hath beene praiſed heretotorc by thee, . 
And thy ſpeech retaines that old modeſty .. et 
Which was wont uſuall in it to be. Wh 
Such I was,and am where the enemy, The 
Giyes to the ſword the lawes validity, Dot 
So that Græcinus for many yeares none can And 
Complaine of us, not vwomangchild,nor man. Dot 
This makes the Toxtans lo kind to be, Ane 
Becauſe the Country doth thinke well of me 7 Of 
Some wiſh I were gone, ſince 1 it defire, Ang 
Bur for their one ſakes wiſh I may ſtay here. Byt 
Beſides ſome publicke decrees extant be, Ane 
That doe give praiſe and priviledge to me- Of: 
And the Tovynts round about doe honour me, 
Though glory doth not ſuite with miſery, _ .. * 
Nor is my picty unknoyne in this Land, 
The Ceſars pictures in my houſe doe ſtand. 
His Sonnes Image and wives,there placed be, 
Equall to god. like Ceſarin Majeſty. 
And to make up his family, on each hand, 
His Nephewes by Father, and Mother fide ſtand, 
To theſe I pray and offer ſacrifice, | 1 
When the day breakethromche Eafterne skies 


And 


- — 2 
Lib. 4 
And if yok asker all Panta can reſtifie, 
My pious duty and ſay I due not lye. 
Pontus knowes,that with ſuch ſports as I may, 
T here doe celebrate Ceſars birth day, 
Nor is my love to ſtrangers leſſer knewne, 
If any from Propontus hither come. 
Perhaps your brother heard thus much of me, 
In whoſe rule, Pontus enjoy d liberty. 
My fortune is unto my minde unlike, 
Which makes my gifts andfacrifices fight. 
Nor doe I it to ſhow my Picty, 
© Burt am pleaſd to doe good in ſecreſie. 
Yer theſe things may come unto Ceſar? care, 
Who of all matters in the world doth heare, 
Thou Ceſar joyn'd to the heayenly Deities, 
-| Doſt know this, and ſee this Land with thy eyes, 
And being plac'd among the — Spheares, 
Doſt heare the humble meaneſt of my prayers. 
And doſt heare of thoſe verſes I did make 
Of thee, who art now made a god oflate. 
And therefore I ſuppoſe your Deity, 
By theſe things will incline to pitty me, 
And will declare you have the gentle name, 
Of a Father, which you worthily retaine. 


— — — — 
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To Albindyans s 


THis i: the ſixt Summer T have ſpent here, . 
© Ha 8 ours yich phe Geterthas ing doe LAG |= 
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What flint or iron, can in hardneffe be 

Deate Albinovanus,compar'd with me ? 
Drops, hol lo ſtones. Rings by uſe weare av] 

The crooked Ploughſhare doth at length dec 
Thus Time devourtth all things except me, 

Of whom death cannot ger the victory. 

Vet an example of toyle may be, 

Who wandred ten yeares in the unknovvne Sea. 

Yet all that time migfortunes did not beacre 

Some paſſages detightfall ro him were. 

To ſtay with Calyp/o fix yeares; and1; e 

With a faire goddeſſe, could it be miſery ? 

Cyrce receiv'd him, and gave him a wind 

To drive his ſaylesfroor havens they did find, 

Nor to heare the ſweete Syrens could it be 

A labour, or to taſte the Lotos tree. 

Whoſe fruite with part ef my life I would buy, 

Could the Ivy make me forget my countrey, 
Neither can you Leſtrigont Cirrits compare, 

With Nations whichutere unto fer are. 

Cyclops exceed not Phiaces in crutlty. 

What terrour to mẽ doe they uſe to be? 

Hemochi n Ships have more terriſſ d me 

Than Scylia t waves which barking monſters be. 

The Acheant with Carybdis cannot compare, 
Though three ſtrong” rides in it, and e bbes there are, 
Who though they on the Countries right fide lye, 
They ſuffer this ſide to have no ſecutĩ ty — 
For all the naked fields be leaneneſſe here, 

And all their ſhafts in poyſcn dipped are. 
And winters cold floth frecxe oe the Sea ſo, 
That you on foote may eaſily o' re it goe. 
So that where Oares through the waves way did make, 
Travellers withouc Boate their wa may take. . 2 
| e 
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Thoſe who come hotne, doe {ay you will not belcevr.*- 


Them, nor yet credence to their report give, 
Ho w wretched then and miſerable is he- 
Whoſe ſufferings beyond all credit be. 
Beleeve me winter covers the Shi Seas 


With Ice, lle ſhe the cauſe why itdoth free.. 


For that cold conſtellation which doch beare 
The figure of a wajne to us is neere. 1 
Here Boreas dwells and bath bis Manſion, 

And being nere us he doth blow more ſtron 


But the warme Souther wind which ſtill doch breath 43s 


From the oppoſe Axletree ia underneath, 3 

Is farre off, and to blow is ſeldome knowne, 

And with a weary ſtrength doth hither come. 

And divers Riyers into the Sea goe, A 22 
Beating backe the Sea, vrbereinto they ow, - | 
Ly:us,Sagaris,Peniys,hither came, 162 72 
And often winding Italy, dot h hither runne. 
Hither violem Parthemut doth ſlde. 
And the ſtone- roll ing c nahe dat irglide. 
Hither the River Tiras doch alſo ſlew, i” 243 6 
Who than ao other River is ore ſlow. X 


And Thermodon to the Amagoner well kgowne, ai 


And Poſs which did unto Grerte belong. 

With Beryſtleniai there mietet here AF: 
Ihe River Driaſperthat is faire and cleare: ? 
And gentle Melanthus runnes ſoftly on, 

In filent manner till his courſe be done. 

And that ſame River which doth take his way, 
Berweene two Lands Europe and 4fia. | 
And divers others, mongſt which Danub is held 
The greateſt, who will not to Nilus yeeld. 

Thus tore of Rivers, as they doe increaſe, 

So they doe weaken the ſtrength of the Seas, 
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For they Coe make it li ke to a dull Lake; 
And the blew colour of it away take. 
Freſh water ſwims aloft, as being lighter 
Tben Sea water, which ſaltneſſe maketh heavier, 
If any as ke why Tet eſe things rehearſe, 5 
And take delight to ſpeake of them in verſe: 
I anſwer, to paſſe the time in miſerie, 
This fruite this preſent houre doth bring to me. 
While I writ this, my ſortowes abſent were, 
Nor thought that La the Getes was here. 
I doe not doubt but ſince thou doſt comme nd 
Theſeus in vei ſe, thou wilt mine defend. 
— him — — — be 

companion one iy perity, 
Whoſe actions thoughcompold by thee and ſung, 
Were not ſo well declar das they were done. 
Let ſomething in him may imitable be, 
Zach one ma / be T heſeus in ſidelitie. 
Thou haſt no foes with ſword and key to tame, 
In ſpite of whom he o te the 7fimos came. 


Love's the atchievement that to thee aſſignd, 
Which is no paineſull thing to a willing mind. 
For what great paines or labour is it, ſure 
To lee pe our faith inviolate, and pure? 
Yer thinke not I in t heſe lines doe complaine 
of thee, who doſt true to thy friend remaine. 


| 


Lib. 4) ( 
EL8g2% N. 
To Galli. 


GAlio ibis fault will not excuſd be, | 

I hat my yerſe doth not by name memtionthee, 
Thou (I remember) didſt with many a teare 
Embalme my wounds made by a heayenly ſpeare. 
And would thou hadſt no other cauſe to grieve, 
But that exile doth thee of thy friend deprive, 
The gods were not ſo pleaſd, w * 
A chaſt and modeſt wife have tooke from thee. 
Your Letter brought me tidings of your grieſe, 


And while Ired your loſſe did make me weepe, 
¶ To comfort thy wiſdome, it would folly be, 
— ſayings of learned men to thee, 


if that reaſon cann't your grieſe allay, 
Yer time I know doth make it to decay. 
While your Letter comes,and ours is backe ſent, 
Through Lands and Seas, a yeare is ſpent: 
For how ſhould comfort in due ſeaſon bring 
To gꝑriefe, when ſorrow is both freſh and 3 
But when thoſe wounds by time have healed bin, 
Then admonitions doe thoſe wounds unskin, - 
Beſides thou mayſt happy in a new wife be, 
And may my ptopheſie prove ttue to thee, 


De Ponia 
ELIIZOII XII. 
To Taticahas; 


'F He cauſe why my Bookes dot not thee containe, 
Is the meaſure and condition of thy name. 
Elſe none ſhould have this honour before the e, 
If that my verſe may any bonour be. | 
The hw of verſe and fottune of thy name 
Prohibit it. ich in yerſe can containe, 
3 — to — — — 
wo verſes with t, and to beginne. 
Or — long {5 l able thus, | 
And ſo to cal thee in briefe Turicanss: 
Or elſe Tati anur thou in verſe muſt come, 
By making a ſhort ſyllable of a long. 
Or the ſhort entline ſyltable may be drawne 
At length, and the ſect nd alſo made long. 
If I thus ingly brought in thy name, 
I might ber t to haye no fluenryaine, 
And this to write to thee made me delay, 
Which now T with advantage will repay. 
Now in ady meafure I wit fing of thee, 
And ſend thee verſes whitforre they be. 
Since when we both were children'thou and I, 
Have knowne each other from our Infancy, 
And all that time that we did live together, 
I loved thee,as if thou wert my brother. 
For thowwert my companion and my guide, 
I did firſt beginne tolearne to ride, 
Often thy Bookes were corrected by me, 
As they before had cenſux'd beene by thee, 


Lib, '$ 

ad oftentimes I baye faults deprehended 
In thy workes,which by thee have heene amended. 
When the P terian goddeſſes did teach | 
Thee ho to frame a ſtrong line that might reachi 
Pheacis worth, who did deſerve a ſtraine, 
That might be cquall unto Homers vaine, 
This concord in our yeares of youth begunne, 
Continues now when our haires are waite growne; 
Bur this Land may ficſt want both cold and warte, 
Which in Pontus moſt uſuall to me are. 
The Northwind may be warme, the Southwind be 
Cold, and my fortunes be more kind to me. 
Ere thou of thy friend can forgetfull be, 
This burthea ſhall not encreaſe my miſery. 
Maiſt thou of the gods, of whom chiefe is he, 
Who daily adyances thee tu dignity, 
Obtaine ſome favour for me in the end, 

And conſtantly a baniſht man defend. 
Would thou knov my mind, nay I periſh if I knovey 
If one may periſh that is in depth of woe. + 
I know not what to doe, nor what would be . 
Moſt profitable at this time to me. 
«© For men in miſery have no wiſedome left 
© Burt of all ſenſe and counſell are bereft, 
Therefore ſeeke how you may helpe me I pray 
And how you may tomy defires make way, 
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ETL A0 11. XIII. 
To Cœus. 


Thou who art to be mentioned by „ | 
Mongt my companions of moſt conſtancy? 


f 


De Ponto; 
Carus, vrho truely art to me moſt deare, 
As thou art by name, I ſalute thee here, 
From whence thou doſt receive this ſalutation » 
The colour of my verſe may (hevy andfaſhion, 
Becaule unfit for any publicke view, 
Let howſoc're it ſeemes that I them drew. 
The title leafe of thy wor kes teare aways 
Yer that they are workes of thine I can lay. 
Though in old Auchours thou art often coatec 
And int'eir annotations oſten noted 3 ö 
Thy ſtrong lines ſhe th ir Authour which have bin, 
Wort hy of Hercules of whom thou doſt ſing. 
So my Muſe may be knowne by her one colour, 
And by her faults which doe diſplay her Fuller. 
Therfites was knowne by bad ſhapes crawne by him, 
As Nir, us was in his faire peeces ſcene, 
Nor cag you wonder if my verſe be blame, 
Which I almoſt a Geticke Poet frame. 
For in the Geticke ſpeech a Booke I writ» 
And barbarous words haye in our meaſures ſer, 
And I have pleaſd them, ſo that I began 
To have amonęſt the Getes a Poets name, 
While I great __ praiſes did rehearle, 
Whoſe power did helpe the novelty of my verſe. 
Shewing Augufiasbody morrall was, 
But that his ſoule did co any dwellings pate 
While he his Fathers yertue dothequallizes 
Succeeding him in Imperiall dignities. 
And that Livia might Veſ#« of Macrons be 
Whom boch her Sonne and Husband dignifie. 
That the Princes, who their Fathers ſtrength are, 
Their courage by their actions doe declare. 
When I bad writ this in the Geticke verſe, 
And the lat ja id um eqn bea 


They 


Lib, 4. 
They fx>oke their arrowes, and their heads did ſhake, 
And a long murmuring noiſe the Getet did make, 
Saying, ſince he of Ceſar writes thus, he mig la 
By cæſars command be repealed by right, 
Yee Carus I in baniſhment have beene hefe, 
Vnder the Snowy Ax letree, fix yeare. 
Verſes helpe me, that cauſd me to be ſent, 
At firſt into this moſt ſad baniſhment: 
By that Love thou bearſt ſacred Poeſie 
By the name of Frieadſhip eſteem'd by thee, 
do may Germanicus, ſubduuig the Enemy, 
Aﬀord inatter to your ingenuity, 
So may he proſper in his Sonnes who ate 
Committed to thy tuition and care, 
As thou doſt yeeld what helpe thoucanſt to me, 
Which is none unleſſe I henceremoyed be. 


— — 


— — 


EtzGc1n., XIV. 


Td Temticanns. 


15 thefe to thee, of whom ſince thy name, 
Would not ſtand in my verſe I did complaint. 
In which, but that they ſhew I am in health, 
There is not any — can delight my ſelfe. 
hate my health, and it is my laſt prayer, 
That hence I may be removed any where, 
I care not whether from hence I ſhall ſent beg 
— — — 2 1 . 
my way by Roc kes, and by charybdii ſtand, 
20 thag 1 may depart our of this Land. FED 
From 


De Ponto. 

From 1 unto Styx Ile . 

Or FR a place — — low: 
For weedes are not more hatefull to a field, 
That lately hath beene husbanded and till d. 
"The tender Swallovy hate th leſſe the cold 


— — 4 


Let Aſcra did not her one Poet ſcerne. 
Who lor dhis Country more than Viyſes did, 
ofir doth deſcribe, 


Yer he the rudeneſſe 


Who with a n * beate that wrongs 


Lib. 4. 


Would 1 were happy as my breſt is white, 
For I have wounded none with words of ſpite, 
It blacker than IAyrian pitch it could be, 
I would not wrue gainſt thoſe were friends to me, 
You Tomitans in pittying my miſery. 
Shewd that the Grecians loft and gentle be, 
Pelignum,nor the Sulmo my birth - place, 
Could not be more kind to my diſtrefid caſey 
So tl at you gave mere honour unto me, 
Than unto others iu proſperity. 
1 onely in your Country doe live free, 
Subject unto the Lavves authority. 
My Temples ate crovened with a vreath of Biye;, 
Given me, gainlt my will by publicke praiſes 
Thus as the hoſpitable Land ot Delia, 
Was once beloved of wandring Diarca: 
Even Tenor deare to me doth ſeeme, 
Which hath ſo kind ta me in exile beene, 
If gods hid granted t might peacefull be 
Or further le, from the cold Axletree. 


2 — 


EL E OI Rx. XV. 
To dex. Pompeius. 


JT any one that yet remembers me, 
Doe aske how Ovid doth in miſcry, 
— — to Cæſar, to Sextus —— Lowe, 
2m next the gods I honour let him know; 
For in the troubles of my life, I have bin 
At all times, mnch beholding 1 
N 


— 
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Which are as many as theſe weedes which grow. 
In the garden of afertile field and ſhow, 
Of purple colour or a ruddiſh dye, 
While they within the (lender skinne doe lye. 
Orasthe cares of Corne in Africa, ' 
Or as the boughs that grow in Tol ia. 
Or as the Berries are in Sicyon ſcene, 
Or honycombs which Hibia forth doth bring. 
I confeſſe my ſelfe much in debt torlice, 
Iſpcake it,you by La neede not force me, 
Amongſt your fathers riches left of late, 
You may count me as part of your eſtate. 
For as Sicily is ſubject to your command, 
And all that Conniry in which Phil p raignd. 
And as that houſe neere to Augiſius Court, 
Is yours,and all Campania in like ſort, 
And all thoſe other Lands which left you were 
Sextus,or by thy ſelfe fince purchaſte are. 
Sol am yours, ſo that you muſt confeſſe, 
That you in Poxtus ſometh ing doe poſſt ſſe. 
And J wiſh you may prevailing,I may be| 
Plac'd in a Country more friendly to me. 
Which ſince tis in the gods power, therefore try, 
If thou by ſuite their wrath can ſt pacifie, 
For I cann'r tell, whether I ſhould make thee 
My helper, or apply my ſuite to thee, 
I truſt unto thy yet thoſe who goe 
With the ſtreame, to haſte their courſe doe row, 
T am aſham'd one ſuite alwayes to moove, 
Leaſt it unto your mind ſhould tedious proove. 
What ſhall I doe ? deſire doth know no end, 
Then a pardon to my fault kind friend, 
ſt I deſit d to write ſome other thing, 

tall ro writing of che ſame agen. 
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My very Letters by themſclves encreate , 


And for my removall hence, ſtil! ſuite doe mak; 


Whether I favour ũ nd or fares decree 
That I ſhall dye under the Axlettee. 

I will ill keepe thy love in memory, 

And this Land thall know, I belong ro thee. 
And other Nations ſituate hi reſoere, 


It my Muſe can paſſe, the Getes thall it heare, 


— 


1 


— 


E E OI 2, XVI. 
To the Enviows, 


EN ious man why doſt teare verſes write 
By Ovid, death can have no power on wit. 


For after death there commetrh greater fame, 


And alſo while I liv'd I ! ad a name. 

While Marſas and ſtrong lin d Rabirius are 
Trojan Virgid, Pedo ſhining like a ſtarre. 
And Ca ut that great /uno might offend, 
While he did Hereules her Sotine commend. 
And +everus that gave te 19 ; 
Heroicke verſe, with Numa full of ſubtilty. 
And then Monranss whole vaine did ſuffice, 
To wrize Heroickes, or elſe Elegies. 
And by writing im both kindes Tia obraine, 
Vnto thy ſelfe a twwofeld Fame, and Name. 
He that makes Vet write to Pexelope , 
When he had wandred ten yeares on the Sea. 
And Heſ0d that an imperfe& worke writ, 
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Largus, whoſe wit to him his name did yeeld, 
Who brings eu into the French field. 

Or Camert.us who of Troy deth ſing, 

Which Hector did unto de ſtruction bring: 
Or Th ſcus, who by his Phyllis did gaine 
Much tenowyne, and everlaſtiug name, 

And that Sea Poet, xhoſe Verſes ſuch ſeeme, 
As it the Sea ou had compoſed them. 

He that of Libyan and Remes battailes writ, 

« And Auris for all kind of writing fit. 

He that Pe. ſcus actions did p rforme, 

And Lupus who vvrit of Ia ſont returne, 

And he that Honers Phæacũù did tranllate, 
Rafus tha: Pindars yaine did imitate. 

And Tureazus who writ high I ragedies, 
Meiſſus, who pend merry Comeccics, 

Varus and Gra:eus,T prazs lawes did write, 
And Procuius in {moot her waics did endite: 
And Tityrut an ancient Shepheard writ, 

And ſhewd what weapons were for Hunters fit, 
And Fontanus of the Naiades did ſing, 
Whoby the Saty'es have beloved beene. 
And capella who his words did allo joyne, 
And ſet together in uncquall line. 

And there are others whuſe names to rehearſe 
Would tedious be, the people haththeir verſe, 
And young men,who ſince that which they did write, 
Was not publiſht,[ cannot them recite, | 

cot ta. I can't paſſe o're thee in Glence, 

The Light of the Muſes, the Courts defence, 
The cotta t and Meſalla's give to thee, 

By thy deſceat,a double Nobility. 

And though I ſay't,my Muſe once had 2 name, 
And ic was read amongſt cheſe men of Fame. 


* * — — 


Then 
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Orvias Conſolation to Livia. 
Then Envy ceaſe in exile to wound me, 
Rake not my aſhes abroad cruelly, 
have loſt all, onely my life is left, 
To make me know of what I am bereft. 
Why doſt delight to thruſt thy ſword through him ? 
T hat can't be wounded more then he hath been, 
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Ovids Conſolation to Livia for the 


death of her Sonne Druſus Nero, 
who dyed in Germany, 


Hou that ſcem'ſ happy Neroes mother to be, 
Now halfe that name is tooke away from the: 
Livia thou read'ſt verſes made upon 
Thy Druſus de ith, thou haſt now but one Sonne. 
Thy love is not extended to both them, 
Nor ask ſt when thy Sons are nam d, which they meane? 
Then who is it, to limit thy grie fe dares ? 
Who is it can with words reſtraine thy teares 2 
Woes me, When it happens ſo, how eaſily 
Can all in others griete ſpeake yaliantly : 
So I might ſay, light ſorrowes have ſtrooke thee, 
That thou mightſt ſtronger then thy ſorrowes be. 
Though Vertues young example did deceaſe 
Lately, who was both great in armes, and peace. 
The Alpes from the foe he did take away, 
and next bis brother in the warres bore ſway, . | 
13 1 
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Ovids Conſolation to Lirvia. 

The Sue vĩan, and Sicambrian by might 

He conquered, and put Salvages to flight, 

Nome, unknowne Triumphs be deſcry d of thee, 

For enlarging thy imperiall dignity. | 

And you his Mother, of his death not knowing, 

To pay your vowes to jupiter were going: 

And armed Pallas, and to give Mars ſtore 

Of ꝑifts, and thoſe gods which we ought to adore, 

For your thoughts with his triumph buſied were, 

And for his Chariot you perhaps rooke care. 

For a triumph you muſt keepe a Funeral) , 

A Tomnbe expects Druſur, noCapitoll, 

To imagine him retum d thou took(t delight, 

As if the Conquerour had beene in thy ſight. 

Thinking heck come,and the people ſhall ſee 

Me gratulating of his victory. 

Now I muſt bring my gifts. and offeriags make 

Vnto the gods for my deare Druſus ſake, 

I ſhall meere him, and re joyce in his dignities, 

And I ſhall kiſſe his necke, his lips, and eyes. 

Thus heele come; thus meete me, thus kiſſes joyne 2 

Thus heele diſcourſe; thus I (hall ſpeake to him: 

Thou nouriſheſt great joves, but yet lay by 

Falſe hopes hic h flatter thee in miſery, 

Let thy imagination ceaſe to relate 

Happy newes to thy ſelſe, of Druſus ſtate. 

Ihe other branch of cæſars ſtocke is dead, 

Let Livia, let thy haire be looſened, 

What doth thy vertue profit ? or that thou haſt 

Pleaſd Ceſar ? or liv'd all thy life time chaſt ? 

What availes thy inviolate chaſtity ? 

Which laſt amongſt thy praiſes muſt reckon'd be. 

And ſorring above vices, in deſpight = 

of times, didſt alwayes keepe thy mind upright, 


And 


Orords Conſolation to Livia. 

And that you burt none, though you powerfull were 

To hurt,yet none of your ſtood in feare, 

in Campe or Court you uſd no power, hereby 

You might advance your houſe and Family, 

Since that injurious Fortune, by ſuch * 

Deth raigne, and her uncertaine wheele ſoſwwayes, 

And here her covetous cruelty doth appeare, 

Who pretends thatſhe hath right every where. 

If Li via ſhould alone from griefe be free, 

Then Fortune could not have ſuch ſovexaignety. 

Did he not ſo behave himſelfe, that he 

Was never enyy'd in Proſperity. 

Beſides Ceſars houſe which from death is free, 

Ought to be above humane miſery. 

He was fit a ſacred watchman to have beene, 

In ſafety to have vie d the affaires of men. 

Not that cares for his death ſhould our griefe ſhow, 

That he ſhould ſuffer death as vulgars doe. 

For thy Siſters children, his mourning may ſcene, 

Being publicke,as this hath for Druſus beene, 

Agrippa and Marcellus by him were, 

Buryed together in one Sepulcher, 

do that one grave his Nephewes two receiy d. 

Agrippa ſcarce into the ground was laid. 

And the Tombe barely ſhut, but preſently, 

Bchold his Royall Siſter did forthwith dye. 

Three being buryed, Dru ſas is our laſt loſe, 

Who the fourth next unto great Ceſar was. 

You Parce cloſe this Tombe,which it doth ſeeme, 

Hath moſt unjuſtly too much opened beene. 

Dru ſus thou now art gone, and art our loſſe, 

And may we nere have ſuch another croſſe. 

Succeeding ages, griefe from hence may borrow, 

And make thy doe N 
17 
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Ovids Conſolation to Livia. 
Not one good man, many were loſt in thee 
Who hadit all verru*s which in many be. 
None can be fruitfuller than thy Motber thou2lir, 
Who ſo much good at two births to us brought. 
We ſavy how Nero fur's brothers death did keepe 
A ſtirte, and with diſheveld haire did weepe. 
While his face did an uncome ly griefe profeſſe, 
Woes me, the world was then in heavineſſe. 
Let at our brothers death you preſent were, 
He ſawt ce ſhed for him many a teare, 
He did fecle thy embraces when he did dye, 
And onthy countenance did fixe his eye. 
His blew eyes ich with death did now round ſwim, l 
His e es which now their brothers hand clold in. 
But thy loving mother kiſt not thee at la, 
Nor thy cold bed was by her embrac'd : 
Shee rooke no Laſt breath when you dying were, 
Nor coy red thee with her diſheveld haire, 
When ſhe was abſent thou wert tooke away, 
While thou abroad inthe fierce warres did ſtay, 
As in the Spring time the ſoft ſnow doth melt, 
When it the warme Sourhwinds,and Sunne hat! felt, 
Her fue in loũng thee ſhe doth bem one, 
And docs complaine that ſhe hath li- d too long. 
So in the ſhady woods the Nightingalt, 
The loſſe of i135 Hadly doth bewayle. 
The Ha!cions doe make ſuch complaints as the ſe 
To the geafe waves, and to the ſtormy Seas. 
And ſo choſe birds beating with their new wing, 
Their feathered breſt did Oenis dirge (ing, 
So Cymene wept,and her ſiſlers all, 
When Phaethon did from his Fathers Coach fall, 
Sometimes to ſtay,and hold backe teares ſhe rrics, 
A doth force teares to ſtand within her eyes: 


By 
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Ovids Conſolation to Livia. 
gat then a ſigh makes them againe forth breake, 
And trickle downe her boſome and her cheeke. 
Ker teares thus ſtopt doe thereby fronger grow, 
As water ſtayd a while doth faſter flow. 

At length, hen teares gave her leave to complaine, 
She ſigh'd and ſobbing thus toſpeake beganz 

My ſonne, whom ſecond birth did me allow, 

My Sonne, thy Mothers glory,where art thou ? 
For though thou art not my ſecond Sonne now, 
Thouart thy mothers glory,where art thou :? 
Alaſſe where art? muſt funerall fire thee burne, 
Are theſe the gitts prepard for thy returne ? 

Didſt deſerve thus to thy mother to come? 

Did 1 deſerve that thou ſhouldſt thus come home? 
May lawfully it "eſars Queene ſay ſo, 

Doubtfull whether there be gods or no. 

What have I done ? what gods might not have beene 
More kind to me, that have ſo honour'd them, 

Ts this the honor which our piety brings ? 

T at I may nowembrace his cold dead limbs. 
Which now becauſe his ſoule from them is flowne 
The funerall fire doth call for, as its owne, 

Can I endure to ſee thee laid thereon? 

Or can my hands embalme thee my deare Sonne ? 
Doe I now ſee theein thy dignity ? 

Doe I embrace thee? or dec I kiſſe thee ? 

Conſu'] and Conquereur doe I fee thee ? 

Are theſe che honours t hon bringſt backe to me ? 
And at thy funerall, firſt I ſaw them beare 

Thy Royall enſignes which reverſed were. 

Can this day to a mother happy come, 

To ſee the funerall honour of her Sonne. 

Am I not happy? one Nero J have loſt, 

Druſus vho of's grandfarhers name might boaſt 3 
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Orvids Con ſolation to Livia: 
Ts he mine now ? can his mother be? 
Was I Pruſus mother ? andmy ſonne was he ? 
When Nero is with victory come home, * 
Can Ino aske which of them is home come ? 
Jam now a Mother, but unto one Sonne, 
And if he were not mine, I ſhould have none. 
Woes me 1 tremble at that word, ſince I 
Call nothing mine with any certainety. 
For behold he once was mine, but now he 
By his death t) fear's brothers death makes me. 
My former courage now is quite diſmayd, 
Andl ofall misfortune am afrayd, 
But Nero mayſt thou live to ſee my death, 
And cloſe my eyes and take my dying breath. 
And I doe wiſh that Druſus and his brother, 
Mig ht with thcir hands, cloſe up my eyes together. 
Jet Druſus in one Tombe, we both will lye, 
In th' Tombe belonging to thy anceſtrie. 
My bones and aſhes ſhall be mixt with thine, 
Would fat s would quickely ſpin out my life time. 
Thus havin? ſayd, teares on her ſpeech attended, 
And trickled downe her face when that was ended. 
Befides his mot her could ſcarce get at all 
His corpes, nor Livia kee his Funeral. 
For all the Armie did defire t hat he 
Should in his ro all Armour buried be. 
Rut his brot her tooke his corpes from them all, 
That Druſut might have uſuall buriall. 
And Dreſarhearſc through Nomane Townes draunes was, 
Through which he as a conquerour ſhould paſſe, 
Through which he in triumphant manner came, 
wW — had conquered the Rhet ian. 
Woeg me how unlike wer: theſe journies in all, 
That was a Try uwph, this a Funerall, 
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Orvids Conſolation to Livia; 
lad he beeme vanquiſht, hat griefe had there beene; 
When being our he did thns come in? | 
His ſad houſe did reſound with ſorrow now, 
Where to hang up his armes he had made a vo. 
The Citty did put on a mourning face, 
May ſo our enemies mourne in like caſe, 
They ſhut their houſes, the Cittie here and there, 
Secretly and openly mourned in feare. 
The lawes tongue ty'd and filenced did ſeeme, 
No judge in purple in the Court was ſeene. 
The gods were not pleaſed vit h this funerall, 
Nor would accept any ſacrifice at all, 
The gods were hid in the Temple, thoſe that prayd 
With feare of their disfavour were diſmayd: 
Some pious man for his ſonne making prayers, 
Lifted his fearefull hands unto the ſtarres, 
And then about to pray, why doe I, iich he, 
Make prayers tothe gods, fince none there be? 
Thus having ſayd, he angry did ſtraight way 
Harden his minde, and ſo left off to pray, 
Livia could not move them with her prayer 
For Druſus and will they ot us have care ? 
The people flocking altogerher wept, 
| Becauſe they of their councell were bereft. 
A generall priefe with teares did fill their eyes, 
And the horſemen followed his obſequies. 
Young men and old for his loſſe grieved be, 
The Matrons and wives of all Ita y. 
And then his Image they along did bring, 
Crown'd with viorious Bayes, which ſhould have bes 16 
Offerd up in the Temple, while young wen there, 
Out of affection ſtriv d who ſhould it beare. 
Ceſar with weeping teares did prayſe his Sonne, 
While griefe made him breake his ſpeech ere halte nn 


Orvids Conſolation to Livia. 

Thou wiſhedſt that thy death like his mię ht b 
If chat the fates to dye would ſuffer thee, er 
Zut heaven is unto chy deſerts moſt due, 

And 7oves = Court ſhall gladly receive you. 
What would he have ? to pleaſe you he deſit d, 
And by his death to fme he hath aſpir d. 

The Coborts on his hearſe attended all, 

Both borſemen, and foctemen at's funerall. 
And with acclamations they cald on thy name, 
While oppoſd !uls ſent backe their voice againe, 
Old Tibers yellow ſtreame being afeard, 

Out of the R:ver lifted up his head, 

His blew haire wh c was full of Mofſe and reed. 
Then with his great hand he did ſtroke aſide. 
And Rivers of teares he ſent from his eyes, 
Which bis channel! to receive could not ſuffice, 
For he reſolv'd the funerall flame to quench, 
And take the untoucht body away from thence 
He ſtaid his waters, and did top their courſe, 
To waſh away the fire with greater force, 

But Mars from the next Temple did begin, 
With teares in following manner to ſpeaketo him. 
Rivers may be wrath, Tyber wrath command, 
Not thou nor any one can fate withſtand: 
My Souldier, in the warre he periſhed, 


Mongſt ſwords the Captaine for his Country dy'd, 


I — what I could, victory he did gaine, 

The Conqueror's gone, but victory doth remaine. 
J doubt with clothes and the Siſters two, 

Who the ſevere threds of mans life forth drew, 
That Remus and his brother who builded Rome, 
Ihe power of death by any way might ſhunne, 
Take what I can grant, ſaid ene of the three, 

As h deſireſt both of them ſhall be, 
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Orvids Conſolation to Livia. 
To thee and Venus the Ceſars tranſlated, 
In Martiall Rome ſhall gods be conſecrated, 
I hus ſung the goddeſſes, Tiber it vaine, 
Doe not then ſtrive to quench the funcrall flame, 
H inder not honours to the young Prince done, 
But let thy ſtreame moſt gently glide along. 
He obeyes,and forward rouleth himſelfe on, 
Hidden under his bankes of Pumice ſtone, 
The flame was loach to touch his ſacred head, 
And {lowly round about the hearſe did ſpred. 
But when the wood had fed it. it did riſe 
And ſtraighrway mount up to the ſtarry skies. 
As that fire on the Mount Offa had done, 
When Hercules was laid and burnt t eteon. 
Alaſſe his beauty, and his generous forme, 
And mild. aſpected face the fire did burne. 5 
His hands and Princely figure were burnt tliereby. 
And noble breſt full of ingenuity. 
The hopes of many were burn'd in thoſe flames, 
While funerall fire his mothers joy containes. - 
Yet his deedes live,and glory by paines wonne, 
This remainesthis the funerall fire doth ſhunae, 
All ages ſhall tead him in Hiſtory, 
He ſhall che ſubje& of wit and verſe be. 
His Titles ſhall in pleading places be read, 
That Drufus dy d for us it thall be ſaid, 
But Germaxy no pardon teſts for thee, 
Thou ſhalt with death hereafter puniſht be, 
I ſhall behold thy Kings by the necke chain'd , 
And their fierce — wit lin bard bands contain d. 
Them looking with (ad conntenances I ſhall ſee, 
While teares faſt downe their cheekes unwillingly, 
Thoſe Spirits that of Druſut death proy'd were, 
Shall be delivered te the Execurioner, And 


Orvids Conſolation to Licvia- 
And I with joy ſhall then behold and ſee, 
How their naked bodies ſptead in the ways be, 
Let Aurora with her purple ſteedes foone bring 
This day, when ſuch great Triumphs may be ſcenes 
And honours to the Ledean brothers done, 
And Tcmples which may then be ſeene at Rome. 
How ſoone hath he perform d his Princely part ? 
And dy*d old to his Country by deſert. 
Drs ſus no gifts given unto thee ſhall ſee, 
Nor titles which ore I emple gates write be. 
Oft Hero (hall in te arts his ſpeech thus ſmother, 
Goe I to the brothers Temple that hath no brother ? 
Druſus thou w uldſt not returne till thou were 
Victoricus, and ſo thou wert a C onquerour. 
We loſt cur Conſull, and Captain, and now all 
The Cittie mournes,for thee in gen erall. 
Thy ſouldiers faces tull of ſorrow be, 
To Druſus hapleſſe, but full of loyalty, 
Ot which ſome lifting up their hands towards thee; 
Have ſayd, why goeft without our company ? 
G Druſ«s worthy wife, what can I (ay ? 
Fit to be Druſus mocl ers daughter in law. 
An cquall paire ke valianteſt of men, 
And the with like affe ction Loving him. 
Thou wert a Prirceſſe, he did rhee eſteeme 
No leſſe than if thou hadft great Ioves wife beene. 
Thou wet his loyall Spouſe, bis firſt and laſt, 
Thou wert his comfort after labours paſt. 
He lay dying for thy abſence did complaine, 
And the laſt word t hat he ſpoke was thy name. 
He comes not as he promis d, when he went, 
Nor returnes in. ſuch ſort as he was ſent: 
Nor can diſcoutſe to thee, t ow he overcame 
The Sicambrian and the ſtout Fpevian, 
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Orvids Conſolation to Livia. 

Nor of Rivert, and great Mountaines, and which there 
Nor wonders he in the new world did ſe. 
His dead corps were brought backe to thee and layd 
Vpon a funerall hearſe was for him made, 
Why doeſt thuu rave like une were mad, and teace 
Wich thy hands thy amazed face and haire ? 
Like 4ndromache i en her husbands cold coarſe 
Being drag'd about, did fright the fearefull horſe, 
And in this fort Evadne her gricfe tooke, 
When thit ſtout Capaneus was thunder ſtrooke. 
Why doſt with death? embrace thy ſonnes which be 
The pledges of great D-uſus love to thee ? 
Why doſt let falle dreames ſometimes thee deceive? 
While Druſus in thy armes thou doſt belecve. 
And with thy land, in hope that he is elcre, 
About the empty bed fee leſt every where ? 
For he, if we beleeve report, ſhall be 
Buried among his noble Anceſtrie. 
To the glory of his houſe from whence he exme; 
His ſtatue ſhall on his Charict be drawne, 
In his royall robes of ſtare, and his head 
With Bayes triumphant ſhall be compaſſed, 
T heyle receive him, ſince from Germanicus he 
Received in the warres much dignitie. 
And rejoyce when they heate Germanicas name, 
Which he by conquering Germany did gaine. 
Yet will they ſcarce beleeve he ſhould obtaine, 
In ſo few yeares ſuch a large ample fame. 
From theſe things he ſuch honour ſhall receive, 
That you his mother ought the leſſe to grieve. 
Such women in thejgolden age have been, 
You te your ſonnes and 6e/ar honour bring. 
Behave thy ſelfein ſuch fort as may be ſeeme, 
Draft and Nen Mother, cſan Queeng, ol 
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Grvids Confalttion to Livia. 
People and Rulers ſeverallt lings become, 
Set acts to royall perions belong. 
Fortune — to high dignity, 
Then Livia beare thy ſocrowes patiently. 
We marke, and harken, ard obſcrve thy deede s, 
Each word is marlꝭ d that from a Prince ptoceedes. 
Preſerve your height ; and above griefe — 
Keepe an un:onquer d mind what eie doe chance. 
For can we ever better learne from thee, 
Theſe vertues which in thee exemplary be ? 
Ihen if thou by thy actions doit ſet forth, 
The /dea of a Romane Princeſſe worth, 
For we muſt each one dye in gencrall, 
The greedy Ferry man expects us all. 
So that his one boat ſcarcely doth ſuffice, 
To cry over ſuch thronę ing compar'irs, 
Hither we come; we haſten to this end, 
Death maketh all things unto his lawes bend. 
Death that doth heaven, carth, and Sca aſſaile, 
Doth prophe ſie, the threefold worke (hall fall. 
Then ſince all things to diſſolution come, 
WI y ſhouldſt thou for thy loſſe make (ech great moncꝰ 
He was a | opefull Prince while that he liv's, 
And from a Royall ſtocke he was deriv'd. 
But he was mortall, nor be ſi ves could he 
That ſtill maintained warres be from dangers free. 
For life is given unto us moſt free, 
Given to uſe,wirhout paying uſury 2 
Nor on condition that we muſt repay 
It on a certaine, but uncertaine day. 
Fortune at pleaſure doth our time diſpence, 
And both young men and old ſhe takech hence. 
For through the world ſhe abroad doth thunder, 
By force cruſhing what ſhe will bring under 3 
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Orvids Conſolation to Livia. 


And being blind her felfe,ſhe in her pride 

In Chariordrawne with blind horſes doth ride. 
Let take heed leaſt complaints her wrath excite, 
Doe not provoke a goddeſſe of ſuch might, 

For ſhee that ſo unkind to thee doth ſeeme, 
Hath oftentimes more foyourable beene. 

For you are nobly burne, and you have beene, 
Enrich'd with tao Sonnes, and are great ov Queene, 
And Ceſar ſtill victorious did come home, | 
And in his warres doth proſperouſly goe on. 

And both the Neroes were their mothers joy, 

They beate their enemies and did them detirory, 
This Rhene and Alpine vales can tcftifies * 
The River Itargus which blood did dye. 

And Danubius, Datirs, Apulus which nigh 
Pontus, in the fartheſt part of the world doe lye. 
Armenians put to flight, Dalmatians conquered, 
Pannonicas on the high mountaines ſcattered, 
And Germany to Romes ſubjection brought, 
Behold her meric's greater than ber fault. 

Beſides thy Sonne was abſent,nor would ſhe, 

To view the death of thy Sonne ſuffer thee, 

And that griefe to thy mind might gently floyy, 
Thou by relation did of thy loſſe know. 

Beſides thy feare, thy ſorrowes did prevent, 

Becauſe that he ſueh dangers underwent, 

That when of perils thou didſt onely heare, 

They put thy mind into a mazed feare. 

Griefe did not ſuddenly an thy heart ceaze. 

But when that feare had ſoftend it by degrees. 
Jupiter gave ſignes did his death betoken, g 
When Temples three were by his thunder ſtroken. 
Iunoet, mmer vas, whom nought can affright, 

And Ceſars were thunder __ in the night, 
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Ovids Conſolation to Livia. 


The ſtarres out of the heavens fled they ſay, 

And Lucifer forſooke his wonred way. 

Lu: ifer through the world appeard to none, 

Nor morning ſtarre did breake of day foreron. 
'Theſetting of this ſtarre betokend than, 
The tollovwing death of ſome great Noble man, 
But ma — Sonne live till he be 

Old, chat he may afford comfort to thee. 

May he live thoſe yeares were due to his brother, 
Till Mother and Sonne both grow old together. 
Tle gods I hope will make amends to tlee, 
After D/ uſus death to ſend proſperity, 

Let thou darſt humour thy grie fes which are grear 
And cheriſheſt an abſtinence from meate. | 
And for ſome fe. houres thou wert even dead, 
Alchough great c ſart ſelfe thee comforted. 
Though he beſouaht thee, and did often chide, 
And powerfull hot waters tc thee applyd. 

Nor did thy Sonnes entreat ies leſſe care ſnew. 

To fave his mot hers life, as he oughtto doe. 

To thy Husband and Sonne, we beholding are, 
Becauſe that Livia lives ſtill by their care. 
Suppreſſe thy teares, they cannot him recover, 
Whom Charons fatall boate hath carried over, 
Though Refers brothers, ſiſters, wife and father, 
And ſome Af yanax wayld his death together. 
And his old mot her, they could not fetch him backe, 
No ghoſt can be row d o te the Stygian lake. 

The truth hereof is in Achillu found, 

Whoſe bones lye buried in the Trejan ground. 
For whom Panope unlooſd her blew haire, 
Enlarging her ſtreame did (ſhed many a teare. 
With hundred goddeſſes, and the old father, 
Oceaum with As old wife together. 


rr 


Orvids Conſolation to Livia. 


ud chiefely Theti, yet all could not be, 
zo powerfull to make gods change their decree, 
Why doe I repeare ancient matters here ? 
Ofaria for Marcellus he d many a teare. 
And Ceſar wept, lor both of them being dead, 
And many teares before the people ſhed, 
But deaths ſevexe doome is irrevocable, 
No hand to lengthen threds of lite is able, 
Should he come from 4vernian ſhores to thee 
He would ſpeake in this manner valiantly. 
Why doſt count my yeares ? ſince that I did live, 
To ęreater age than yeares to me did give 
For ſince brave action: doe make an old man, 
I would have my age reckon*d by them. 
They did fill up my age, not yeares,and I 
Wiſh a long bfu age to my enemy. 
The Neroes being my royall Anceſtr', 
In Punic ke warres ſlaine might admoniſh thee ; 
And my being one of Ceſar: progeny, 
Might ſhevw you mother what my deali ſhould be. 
Let my diſſ-nt,deſertencreaſed not, 
But honours which I by my ſelfe have got. 
For thus the Titles which I got read be, 
«« Conſull,and Conquerour of Germany. 
My Statue doth declare, and ſhew the prail, 
Of Conqueſts, decked with 4polioes Bayes, 
And I was ſenſible of my Funeral!, 
Of the concourſe of my friends, and names were read 
Of all the Nations I had conquered, 
And how the young men moſt officious were, 
While they my hearſe moſt ſolemnely did beare, 
Andlaſtly ſacred Ceſar praiſed me, 
And my death drew teares from * Majeſty. 
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O vids Conſolation to Lidia 
Then why ſhould any pitt/ me ? teares keepe 
This I entreate,for whom thou nov doſt weepe. 
Druſus ghoſt in the ſhades below thinkes thus, 
And of ſo great a man beleeve no leſſe. 
Thou haſt one Sonne, -o ſtead of many may be, 
And may thy eldeſt Sonne long live with thee. 
Thou haſt a husband, aad while he doth hye, 
It doth diſgrace thee Livia thus to grieve. 


